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ſ PREFACE. 


COURTEOUS READER, 
5 1 F thou art acquainted with the Divine Life, 
I need uot inform thee, that alths* all the Acts 
and Exercijes of Devotion are fweet and delight- 
2 yet <ve never reſemble the bleed Worſhippers 
above more than <vhen we are joining together in 
=-public Devotion, and with hearts and lips un- 
# ene. finging Praiſes to him who fatteth upon 
# the I hrone for ever. Conſequently, Hymns com- 
oed for fuch a purpoſe, ought to 4. bomid much 
s i: 7; bankſgiving , and to be of ſuch a nature, 
| hat all who atiend may join in them abilheut 
f being obliged to fi vg lies, or not fing at all.— 
as por this plan the fellowing Collection ts 
Landed —T hey are intended purely for foctal 
Worſnip, and fo altered in ſome , 
that 1 think all may ſafely concur in feng them. 
Ie are ſbort, becauſe I think three or four 
| Stanzas, with a Doxclogy, are ſufficient to be 
| | at one time.— I am no great Friend to long 
Sermons, long Prayers, or long Hymns. 1 bey 
generally <xeary inſtead of edifyivg, and there- 
ire 1 think ſhould be avoided by theſe who pre- 
2 in any public Worſhipping Aſſembly. Be- 
ies, as the general: ty of thoſe who receive the 
Goſpel are commonly the Poor of "= Fleck. [ 
have ſtudied Cheapneſs as well as Cunci eneſs, 
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PREFACE. 


Much in a little is what God gives us in his 
Word.— And the more we imitate ſuch a method 
in. our public Performances and Dewotions, the 
nearer <ve come up to the pattern given us in the 
Mount,—T think myſelf juſtifiable in publiſhing 
feme Hymns by way of Dialogue, for the Uſe of 
the Society, becauje ſomething lite it is practiſed 
in our Cathedral Churches; but much more ſo 
becauſe the Celeſtial Choir is reprejented in the 
Book of the Revelations, anſwering one another 
in their heawenly Anthems. That we all may 
be inſpired and warmed with.a like divine Fire 
avhile ſinging below, and be tranſlated after 
Death to join with them in ſinging the Song of 
Moſes, and the Lamb above, is the earneft 
Prayer of, 


Courteous Reader, 
Thy ready ſervant, for Chriſt's ſake, 
G. W. 
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FIERY. 


DEBTOR to mercy alone 

a A good High- prieſt is come 
1 Ah! lovely appearance of death 

„ Alas! and did our Saviour bleed 

4 All Glory to God, and Peace upon 


7 3 All hail the great Immanuel's name 
2 All-wiſe, all- good, Almighty Lord 

„ And are we Wretches yet alive 

* 8 Array'd in mortal fleſh — 

„ Attend while God's eternal Son 

77 2 Awake and ſing the ſong 

„ Awake our ſouls, away our fears 

4 Mawake, my heart, ariſe my tongue 

f Away from every mortal care 

1 * with our fears — 


EFORE Jehovah's awful 
Begin my Tongue ſome 
gin ye Saints, the happy Song 
Behold how Sinners diſagree 
2 "a chold what wond*rous Grace 
e preſent at our Table, Lord 
Beſide the goſpel pool 
Blefled are the Sons of God 
Bleſs, O my ſoul, the living God 
Y WBlcſs the Lord, my ſoul, and raiſe 
| E leſt are the Souls that hear and 
Hleſt be the dear uniting Love 


X. Bleſt be the Father and his Love 
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IND EX. 
Bleſt by Jeſu's Providence — | 
Bleft morning whoſe young dawning 
Bloed has a Voice to pierce the ſktes 
Blood of jeſu's Wounds, how good 
Blow ye the Trumpet, blow 
Brethren, let us join to bleſs 
Brethren ſing, 'tis right you ſhou'd 
Buried in Shadows of the Night 


HILDREN of Iſrael, fee what 
Children of the heav'nly King 

Chriſt from whom all bleſſings flow 
Chriſt whole Glory fills the ſkies 
Clap your Hands, ye People all 
Come, all harmonious Tongues 
Come, and let us ſweetly join 
Come, dcareſt Lord, deſcend and 
Come, deſcend, O heav'nly Spirit 
Come, divine Emmanuel, come 
Come, guilty Souls, and flee 
Come, happy Souls, approach 
Come, holy Ghoſt, our hearts 
Come, holy Spirit, heav*nly Dove 
Come, let us adore — 
Come, let us aſcend — 
Come, let us join our cheerful ſongs 
Come, let us lift our joyful eyes 
Come, my Brethren, Iſrael's race 
Come, my Father's family 
Come, my Soul, before the Lamb 
Come, thou Almighty King 
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Come, thou fount of ev'ry bleſſin 


Come, thou long- expected Jeſus 
| Come, we that love the Lord 
7 Lome, worſhip at Emmanuel's feet 


Come, ye lovers of the Lamb 


4 Come, ye ſinners, poor and wretched 
3 _ Creator, Spirit, by whoſe aid 
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4 


Deep in the duſt, before thy throne 
4 Deſcend celeſtial Dove — 


1 


EAREST of all the names 


Deareſt Saviour, help thy ſervant 


Deſcend from Heav'n, immortal 
Þ Dicciples of Chriſt 


i] E Diſmiſs us with thy bleſſing, Lord 


"3 


# Down headlong from the native 


E. J ſleep, for ev'ry favour 


AITHFUL Bridegroom, holy 
Far from our thoughts, vain 
Father, our Hearts we lift 
Father, Son and Holy Ghoſt 
rather, Son and Spirit, hear 
Firm as the Earth thy Goſpel ſtands 
For all the Bleſſings of the day 


From all that dwell below the ſkies 


Give to the Father prat ile 
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From thee, my God, my Joys ſhall 


IVER of concord, Prince of 
Give Thanks to God moſt 


Give us thy ſtrength, thou God 
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IND EX. 


Glory be to God on high 

Glory to our gracious Donor 
Glory to God on high 

God of my Salvation, hear 

God moves in a myſterious way 
Grace, how exceeding ſweet to 
Grace l 'tis a a charming ſound 
Guide me, Q thou great Jehovah 


AlL, holy, holy, holy Lord 
Hail the day that ſees him rite 


Happy he whoe'er believes 

Happy the heart where Graces 
Happy the Man to whom ' tis 
Hark! dull Soul, how every thing 
Hark! the heraid Angels fing 
Head oi the Church Triumphant 
He comes! he comes! the judge 
He dies! the Friend of Sinners 
Hence, from my ſoul, fad thoughts 
Hither ye poor, ye ſick, ye blind 
Ho! eyery one that thirfts draw 
Holy Lamb, who thee receiye 
Ho! Filzrims (if ye Pilgrims be) 
Hofannah to Jefas on high 
Hoſannah to our conqu'ring King 
Hoſannah to the Prince of Light 
How can we adore 
How condeſcending, and how kind 
How empty was our former boaſt 


Ho glorious the Lamb 
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INDEX. 


How heavy is the night — 
How many years have we been 
How pleaſant, how divinely fair 
How ſad our ſtate by Nature is 
How ſweet the name of Jeſus 
Huſband of thy Church below 


| rr not aſham'd to own my Lord 
If ever it could come to pals 
If Jelus be yours — 
I know that my Redeemer lives 
In every trouble ſharp and ftrong 
Infinite grief, amazing woe 
In filent ſadneſs, I'm condemn'd 
Is there a thing beneath the fkv 
Is there a thing that moves and 
I've found the Pearl of greateſt 
I will lay me down to fleep 
ESU, let thy pitying eye 
Jeſu, lover of my ſoul 
Jeſa, ſhew us thy ſalvation 
Jeſu, thou doſt cry aloud — 
Jeſu, thy blood and righteouſneſs 
Jeſus come, our deareſt Jeſus 
Jeſas I love thy charming name 
Jeſus, Lord, we look to thee 
Jeſus my all to Heav'n is gone 
Jeſus, we bleſs thy Father's name 
Jeſas who died a world to fave 
join all the glorious Names —_ 
Join all who love the Saviour's | 1 
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INDEX. 
mg of Saints, to whom are 


ADEN with guilt, ſinners ariſe 
3 Lamb of God, whoſe bleeding 
Lamb of God, we fall before thee 
Let Angels and Archangels ſing 
Let every mortal Ear attend 
Let God the Father live — 
Let them neglect thy Glory, Lord 
Let us, the ſheep by Jeſus named 
Lift up your eyes to th? Heav'nly 
Lo he cometh! countleſs trumpets 
Long have we fat beneath the ſound 
Lord, accept our feeble praiſe 
Lord, and God of heav'nly powers 
Lord, diſmiſs us with thy bleſſing 
Lord, look on all aſſembled here 
Lord, make me faithful to my call 
Lord of the Worlds above 
Lord, thou haſt bid thy people pray 
Lord, we adore thy vaſt deſigns 
Lord, we are vile, conceiv'd in fin 
Lord, we come before thee now 
Lord, we would ſpread our ſore 
Lord, what a Heav'n of ſaving 


Love brought down God's dear 


Love divine, all love excelling 
Loving Saviour, Prince of Peace 


EET and right it is to ling 
Mercy, good Lord, Mercy 
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IND EX. 

5 Muſing on my habitation 

My God, my life, my love 
7 My God, my portion, and my love 
8 My molt indulgent Saviour 
9 My Soul, come meditate the day 
3 My Soul, repeat his praiſe 
5 My Time, Oh ye daughters 
; 


30 TCD with all her pow'rs 
None but Jeſus will we ſing 


38 No farther go to night, but ſtay 
49 Not all the blood of beaſts 

72 Nothing but thy blood, O Jeſus 
91 Now begin the heav'nly theme 


52 Now for a tune of lofty praiſe 

71 Now for a wond'rous {org 

25 Now in a ſong of grateful praiſe 

28 Now from the Altar of our hearts 

15 Now may the Spirit's holy fire 

10 Now to the Lord a noble ſon 

93 Now to the power of God ſupreme 

94 COME let us join, in Muſic 
: O come let us join, together 

pa O come thou wounded lamb of 

32 Offspring of David — 

7 Of him who did Salvation bring 

5 O God, how endleſs is thy love 


Oh! for a glance of heav'nly day 
51 Oh! the delights, the heav'nly 
273 % Jcfu! our Lord, thy name be 


INDEX. 


O Lord how great's the Favour 

O Lord how many are our foes 

O Lord our God, how wond'rous 
O love divine, how ſweet thou art 
O love divine, what haſt thou done 
O may I bear an humble part 
Once ſlaughter'd, now exalted 

O Saviour, thou thy Myſteries 

O tell me no more — 

O thou in whom the Gentiles truſt 
Our drowſy powers, why ſleep ye ſo 
Our God reigns, ye lands rejoice 
Our lives, our blood we here 


O when ſhall we, ſupremely bleſt 


PARTNERS of a glorious hope 
Plung'd in a gulf of dark 

Poor ſinner, come, caſt off thy fear 

Praiſe God from whom all bleſſings 


Praiſe ye the Lord, exalt his name 


Praiſe ye the Lord, 'tis good to raiſe 


3 your triumphant Songs 
Rejoice the Lord is King 


Riſe, my Soul, adore thy Maker 
Riſe, my Soul, and ſtretch thy 
Riſe our fouls to praiſe the care 
Riſe, O ye Seed of David, riſe 


_ ! O the joyful 


Saviour, canſt thou love a traitor 


* INDEX. 


Saviour, King, aſſume thy Pow'r 
Saviour of the World attend 
See a poor ſinner, deareſt Lord 
XX Sce, my Soul, with Wonder ſee 
Shout to the Lord, and let our joys 
BY Since all the downward Tracts 
9 Sing to the Lord Jehovah's name 


4 Sing we to our God above 
Sinners obey the Goſpel Word 
Soldiers of Chriſt, ariſe 


43 Son of God, thy Bleſſing grant 


Source of light and pow'r Divine 
Sure thy Name is Wonderful 


J Sweet is the Work, O God our King 


3 Peet the moments, rich in bleſſing 
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; AKE my poor heart, juſt as 
4 Teach me the Meaſure of my 
rell us, O women, we wou'd know 
Erhanks be to God, whoſe faithful 
Thee we adore, eternal Name 
The God of Abrah'm praiſe 

The King of Glory ſends his Son 
he Lord of Earth and Sky 
The Lord ſupplies his people's need 
he Lord the Sovereign King 
There is a land of pure Delight 
There is a fountain fill'd with 
he Saviour who kept us To- day 
The Sun of Righteouſneſs appears 


| 


INDEX. 


This God is the God we adore 
The fountain of Chrift 


This is the Day the Lord hath made 
'Thou dear Redeemer, dying Lamb 
Thou hidden Love of God, whoſe 


Thou Shepherd of Iſr'el divine 


Thus did the Sons of Abrah'm paſs 
Thy Favours, Lord, ſurpri ze our 
Thy mercy, my God, is the Theme 


Tis finiſh'd, the Redeemer ſaid 
Tis finiſh'd, 'tis done — 

To all my Vileneſs, Chriſt is 

To Gather Son and Holy Ghoſt 
To God the Father's Throne 

To God the only wiſe — 
To God who reigns enthron'd on 
To him that choſe us firſt 

To praiſe redeeming love 


Try us, O God, and ſearch the 


U to the Lord, that reigns on 
Vain are the hopes the Sons 


E bleſs the Prophet of the 
We give immortal praiſe 
Welcome ſweet Day of reſt 


Welcome, welcome bleſſed ſervant 


Well! the Redeemer's gone 
We magnify thy Grace, O Lord 
We ſing to thee, thou Son of God 
We thank thee, Lord, for this 
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What equal honours ſhall we bring 3 
What good News the Angels bring 


When languor and diſeaſe invade 256 


* 


Wuy do we mourn departing friends 
Why ſhould the children of a King 
Why was unbelieving I 
Wich fiery ſerpents greatly pain'd 49 

Wich joy we meditate the Grace 

With all my pow'rs of heart and 255 2 

Worthy is Chriſt our paſchal Lamb 141 3 
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e ſerious Souls draw near 
Fe Servants of God, your maiter 42 
Ve that paſs by behold the man | 


INDEX 


What joyful news ſalutes our cars 
W hat ſhall we render unto thee 


When I ſurvey the wond*rons croſs 172 
When ſhall my frozen heart 220 


When I can read my title clear 
Who can have greater cauſe to ſing 112 
Who hath our report believed 


E children of my God | 
Ye ſeekers of God, whoſe 65 
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AN HYMN 


7 th HOLY GHOST. 
Extracted from the Ordination Office. 


OME, Hor.y Grosr, our Souls inſpire, 

And lighten with celeſtial fire, 
Thou the anointing Spirit art, 
Who doſt thy ſev'nfold gifts impart. 
Thy bleſſed Unction from above, 
Is comfort, life, and fire of love. 
Illumine with perpetual light 
The dulneſs of our blinded ſight. 
Anoint and chear our {oiled face, 
With the abundance of thy grace. 
Keep far our foes, give peace at home ! 
Where thou art guide, no Ill can come. 
Teach us to know the FATHER, Son, 
And thee, of both, to be but One; 
That through the Ages all along, 
This, this may be cur endleſs ſong ;— 


Praiſe God, from whom all bleſſings flow, 

Praiſe him all Creatures here below, 

3 him above ye heav'nly Hoſt, 
Praiſe Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt. 
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HYMNS 
FOR 
PUBLIC WORSHIP. 


HYMN L 
AT THE OPENING OF WORSHIP, 


OW may the Spirit's Holy fire, 
Deſcending from above, 


His waiting family inſpire 


With joy, and peace, and love! 


How wretched do our ſouls appear, 


If thou refuſe to bleſs; 


We ſeem to utter heartleſs prayer, 


And offer vain addreſs. 


a Wake, heav'nly wind ariſe and come, 


Blow on the drooping field; 
Our ſpices then ſhall breathe perfume, 
And fragrant incenſe yield. 


Touch, with a living coal, the lip 
That ſhall proclaim thy word, 


And bid each awful hearer keep 


Attention to the Lord. 


Then ſhall we prove thy worſhip ſweet, 
And love thy ſacred courts; 
Where ſaints in bleſt communion meet, 


And God our God reſorts. 


5 
HYMN II. The Same. 


AR from our thoughts, vain world be gone, 
Let our religious hours alone; 
O may our eyes our Saviour ſee! 
We wait a viſit, Lord, from thee, 


O warm our hearts with holy fire, 
And kindle there a pure delire, 
Come, our dear Jeſus, from above, 
And feed our ſouls with heav'nly love, 


Bleſt Jeſus, what delicious Fare ! 
How ſweet thy entertainments are! 
Never did Angels taſte above, 
Redeeming grace, and dying love. 


Hail, great Immanuel, all divine! 

In thee thy Father's glories ſhine: 
Thou brighteſt, ſweeteſt, faireſt one, 
That eyes s have ſeen, or Angels known! 


HYMN III. Public Worſhip. 


ORD, we come before thee, now, 
At thy feet we humbly bow, 

Oh! do not our fait diſdain, 
Shall we ſcek thee, Lord, in vain? 
Lord, on thee our Souls depend ; 
In compaſſion now deſcend ; J 
Fill our hearts with thy rich grace, a 
Tune our lips to ſing thy praiſe, 3 


L 3-1] 


In thine own appointed way, 
Now we ſeek thee, here we ſtay; 
gone, Lord we know not how to go, 
Till a bleſſing thou beſtow ; 

Send ſome meſſage from thy word, 
| That may joy and peace afford; 
Let thy Spirit now impart 

Full Salvation to each heart. 


* 
2 
1 4 
- 
77 
I 
£ 
44 
3 
Ss 
* 
F 
4&2 


. 

wi — ty C 3 
3 oy = — e 2 a 
* * 8 * 1 WP ns We I 


— 


Comfort thoſe who weep and mourn, 
Let the time of Joy return: 

Thoſe who are caſt down, lift up; 
Make them ſtrong in faith and hope; 
Grant that thoſe who ſeek may find 
Thee a God ſupremely Kind: SP 
i Heal the fick, the captive free, —— 
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Let us all rejoice in thee. KIN 
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$ HYMN IV. The Same. Ws 
R (ME worſhip at Immanuel's feet, 3 
. See in his face what wonders meet; 4 
Words are too feeble to expreſs 
His worth, his glory, or his grace. 
When ſhall we climb thoſe higher ſkies, 
Where ſtorms and tempeſts never riſe 
Where he unveils his lovely face, 
And ſhines and reigns the God of grace? 


Nor earth, not air, nor ſun, nor ſtars, 5 
Nor heav'n, his full reſemblance bears; "OO 
His beauties we can never trace 5 | 


Till we behold him face to face. 
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HYMN V. Invitation. 
ITHER, ye poor, ye ſick, ye blind, 
A ſin-diforder'd trembling throng 
'To you the goſpel calls, to you 
Meſſiah's bleſſing all belong. 


Reaſon's and Virtue's boaſting ſons 
Derive no bleſſings from this tree, 
For ſinners only Jeſus dy'd, 


Then ſure I hear he dy'd for me. ö 


Twas with our griefs Meſſiah groan'd, 
"Twas with our guilt his ſoul was try'd; 
Our puniſhment he took, he bore, 
And ſinners liv'd when Jeſus dy'd. 


Awake each heart, ariſe each ſoul, 
And join the bliſsful choirs above: 

May nothing tune our future ſong, 
But heav'nly wiſdom, heav'nly love. 


HYMN VI. The Same. 


Qt NERS, obey the goſpel-word, 
Haſte to the Supper of our Lord 3 
Be wiſe to know your glorious day, 
All things are ready, come away. 


Ready the Father is to own, 

And kiſs his late returning ſon; 
Ready the loving Saviour itands, 

ard ſpreads ſor you his bleeding hands, 
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Ready the Spirit of his love, 

Juſt now the ſtoney heart to move; 
T' apply and witneſs with the blood, 


And waſh, and ſeal you ſons of God, 


Ready for you the Angels wait, Ws 
To triumph in your bleft eſtate ; 7 
Tunirg their harps, they long to praiſe N 
The wonders of redeeming grace. : 


Come then, ye finners, to your Lord, 
To happineſs in Chriſt reſtored : 

His profer'd benefits embrace: 
And hve the ſubjects of his grace. 


HYMN VII. The Same, 


ET ev'ry mortal ear attend, 
And ev'ry heart rejoice, 
The trumpet of the goſpel ſounds 
With an inviting voice. 


Ho, all ye hungry ſtarving ſouls, 


'T hat fecd upon the w ind, _ _ 
„And vainly ſtrive with earthly toys 2 
To fill an empty mind: . 


Eternal wiſdom hath prepar'd 
A ſoul-reviving feaſt; 

And bids our long ing appetit 
The rich provition take, 
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Ho, ye that pant for living ſtreams, 
And pine away and die, 

Here you may quench your raging thirſt, 

With ſprings that never dry. 


Dear God, the treaſures of thy love 
Are everlaſting mines; ; 

Deep as our helpleſs mis ries are, 

And boundleſs as our fins. 


The happy gates of goſpel- grace 

Stand open night and day ; 
Lord, we are come to ſeek ſupplies, 
And drive our wants away. 


HYMN VIII. Thankſgiving. 


LESS, O my ſoul, the living God, 

Call home thy thoughts that rove abroad ; 
Let all the pow'rs within thee j join 
In work and worſhip fo divine. 


Bleſs, O my Soul, the God of Grace 

His favours claim thy higheſt praiſe; 

Why ſhould the wonders he hath wrought 
Be loſt in ſilence and forgot? 


Tis he, my ſoul, that ſent his ſon, 

To die for crimes which thou haſt done; 
He owns the ranſom, and forgives 

The hourly follies of our lives. 


Our youth decay'd, his pow'r repairs; 
His mercy crowns our growing years; 
He ſatisſies Our mod th * ith good, 


And feeds our hopes with "= 21 nly food, 
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Let the whole earth his pow'r confeſs, 
Let the whole earth adore his grace; 
The Gentile with the Jew ſhall join 
In work and worſhip ſo divine. 


HYMN IX. Tie Sume. 


Y ſoul repeat his praiſe, 
Whoſe mercies are ſo great: 
Whole anger is ſo flow to riſe, 
So ready to abate, 


High as the heav'ns are rais'd 
Above the ground we tread, 

SO far the riches of his grace 
Gur higheſt thoughts exceed, 


. The pity of the Lord, 
8 To thoſe that fear his name, 
Is ſuch as tender parents feel: 
He knows our feeble frame. 


Our days are as the graſs, 
Or like the morning flow'r? 
If one ſharp blaſt ſweep o'er the field, 


It withers in an hour. 


But thy compaſſions, Lord, 
To endleſs years endure; 

And children's children ever ſind 
Thy word of promile ſure, 
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HE Lora ſupplies his people's need, 
Jehovah is his name; 

In paſtures freſh he makes them feed, 

Beſide the living ſtream. 


He brings their wand' ring ſpirits back, 
When they forſake his ways; 

And leads them, for his mercy's ſake, 
In paths of truth and grace. 


When they walk thro' the ſnades of death, 
His preſence is their ſtay; 

A ans of his ſupporting breath 

Drives all their fears away. 

His hand, in fight of all their foes, 

Doth {till their table ſpread ; 

Their cup with bleſſings overflows, 

His oil anoints their head. 


The {ure proviſions of our God 
Attend us all our days: 

O may his houſe be our abode, 
And all our works his praiſe. 


HYMN XI. Morning Worſvip. 
LORD how many are our foes, 
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Our peace they daily diſcompoſe, 
But our defence and hope 1s God. 
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HYMN X. God's Goodneſs to his People. 


In this weak ſtate of fleſn and blood! 


B. 
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9 

Tir'd with the burdens of the day, 
To thee we rais'd an ev'ning cry; 

Thou heard'ſt when we began to pray, 
And thine almighty help was nigh. 


Supported by thine heav'nly aid, 
We laid us down and flept fecure ; 
Not death ſhould make our hearts afraid, 
Though we ſhould ſleep and rite no more. 


But God ſuſtain'd us all the night, 
Salvation doth to God belong: 

He rais'd our head to ſee the light, 
And he ſhall have our morning ſong. 


HYMN XII. Tie Same. 
ISE, our ſouls, to praiſe the care 
X Of Jeſus true and good: 

Sing to him whoſe robes appear 
As newly dipt in blood. 

By his pow'r we live to ſee 
'The dawning of another day : 

Farther favour'd may we be, 
When here no more we ſtay, 


O may we in righteouſneſs, 
In Jeſu's arms awake; 
And the joys the ſaints poſſeſs, 
With them ere long partake :; 
With our common Father ſit, 
And in his heav'nly kingdom praiſe, 
(Bowing down before his feet) 
The riches of his grace, 


_ r 
1 

* 

18 

5 

* 

. 

= 

= 

5 

yp £ 

r 8 
+ 

_ 0 
2 mn 
_ 

IE 

wb — 

vr 
2 

4 


1 TH. N 
# bo 4 * 
_ n 
1 Do 3 
n 
e 
r 


10 2 | 


HYMN XIII. De Same. 


OME, let us adore s 
The Lord's gracious hand, fl 


(Our great Governor) 
Who gave a command 

And charge to his angels A 
To watch round our bed, F 

To guard us from evils, 
From dangers and dread. 


Our ſhepherd alone, 
The Lord let us bleſs, 
Who reigns on his throne, 
The Prince of our Peace; 
Who evermore ſaves us, 


1 By ſhedding his blood: 
it All hail, holy Jeſus, 
i Our Lord and our God, 


# We daily will fing 
| 'Thy merits, thy praiſe, 
1 Thou merciful ſpring 


Of pity and grace; 
Thy kindneſs for ever 


| 
i 
; 1 To men we will tell ; 
| 


And ſay our dear Saviour 
Redeems us from hell. 
Preſerve us in love, 
While here we abide; 
Nor ever remove; 
Nor cover, nor hide 
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Son of Righteouſneſs, ariſe, : 8 
Triumph o'er the ſhades of night; 0 
Day-Spring from on high be near, 
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Day-ſtar, in our hearts appear. | 3 
Dark and cheerleſs is the morn, = - 
& Unaccompany'd by thee; | E 
| 
| 
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Till joyful we ſee 
The beautiful viſion 

Completed in thee. 

HYMN XIV. The Same. 
HRIST, whoſe glory fills the ſkies, | 
Chriſt, the true, the only light, | 


oyleſs is the day's return, 

Till thy mercy's beams we ſee, 
ord, thine inward light impart, 
heering each benighted heart. 
iſit ev'ry ſoul of thine, 

Pierce the gloom of ſin and grief; 
ill with radiancy divine, 

Scatter all our unbelief; 


| 


ore and more thyſelf diſplay, | 8 


dhining to the perfect day. 
HYMN XV. Evening Worſhip. 
HE Saviour who kept vs to day, 


The Lamb, who took our ſins away, 
Our thankful fouls ſhall bleſs ; 


Thou worthy art, O Son of God, 3 


Of endleſs praiſe; for in thy blood 
Saints ſweetly reſt in peace. 


B 


Thy glorious ſalvation, 9 


. 


We lay us down, and thou, O Lord, 

With all thy angels us wilt guard; 
Our ſouls to thee we truſt; 

Thou ſhalt (for thou art able) keep 

| Our fouls among the fellowſhip, 

—_ Of ſaints through thee made juſt, 


HYMN XVI. The Same. 


OW, from the altar of our hearts, 
Let incenſe flames ariſe; | 
Aſſiſt us, Lord, to offer up | I 
Our evening ſacrifice, 1 


Awake our love, awake our joy; 
Awake our heart and tongue: 4 

Sleep not, when myſt'ries loudly call, 
Break forth 1nto a ſong. 


Minutes and mercies multiply'd, 
Have made up all this day; | | 
Minutes came quick, but mercies were E. 
More fleet and free than they. I 


New time, new favours, and new joys, 
Do a new ſong require: 

Till we ſhall praiſe thee as we would, 
Accept our hcarts deſire, 


Lord of our time, whoſe hand hath ſet 
New tirze upon our ſcore; 

Thee may we praiſe for all our time, 
When time mall be ne more, 
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5 HYMN XVII. Mer "ning or Evening. 
GOD, how endleſs is thy love, 
4 Thy gifts are ev'ry evening new; 
And morning mercies, from above, 
Gently diſtil like early dew, 
Thou ſpread'ſt the curtain of the night, 
Great guardian of our ſleeping hours; 
Thy ſov'reign word reſtores the light, 
And quickens all our drowſy pow'rs. 
We yield our powers to thy command, 
To thee we conſecrate our days; 
* Perpetual bleſſings from thy hand 
Demand perpetual ſongs of praiſe. 
HYMN XVIII. Or the Lord's Day. 
4 4 Gs is the day the Lord hath made, 
He calls the hours his own; 
Let heav'n rejoice, let earth be glad, 
And praiſe ſurround the throne. 
To- day Chriſt roſe, and left the dead, 
And Satan's empire fell; 
To- day the ſaints his triumphs ſpread, 
= And all his wonders tell. 
Hoſannah to th' anointed King, 
F To David's holy Son; 
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Help us, O Lord; deſcend, and bring 
Salvation from thy throne. 

Hoſannah, in the higheſt ſtrains 
The church on earth can raiſe; 

The higheſt heav'ns in which he reigns 
Shall give him nobler praiſe. 


93 


TX Y 1 9 
* 45 * = 4 R oF 3 
Pr, \ Iz * 1 e > m9 o l _ 
CLIT Ds I eo x OE.” at. q 4 N * 1 5 = Ei F = 
AT SING . == * 9 1% OY " mY * . = 3 WALES W Fm." [FO n b IF La. 2 - Wa p 2 N [our N 
q \ = SS he Is 4 & = 1 1 
9 ene 4 


N 
mY Pr AE” \ CRY 


SCF ii 
©. © - PL” 


"yy 


— Ot wt oe dg — ov 
1 — — — 3 — — 


— — ww - 


24 


HYMN XIX. The Same. 


ELCOME, ſweet day of reft, 
That ſaw the Lord ariſe ; 
Welcome to this reviving breaſt, 
And thele rejoicing eyes. 


The King himſelf comes near, 
And feaſts his ſaints to-day : 

Here we may ſit and ſee him here, 
And love and praiſe and pray. 


One day amidſt the place 
Where our dear God hath been, 
Is ſweeter than ten thouſand days 
Of pleaſurable ſin. 


O may we ever ſtay 
In ſuch a frame as this; 

And ſweetly ſing our ſouls away 
To everlaſting bliſs. 


HYMN XX. The 3 


WEET is the work, O God, our King, 
To praiſe thy name, give thanks and ſing 1 


To ſhew thy love by morning light, 
And talk of all thy truth by might. 


Sweet is the day of ſacred reſt, 


No mortal care ſhould ſeize our breaſt ; 


O may our hearts in tune be found, 


Like David's harp of ſolemn ua; 
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15 | 
Our hearts ſhall triumph in thee, Lord, 
And bleſs thy work, and bleſs thy word; 


© Thy works of grace, how bright they ſhine? "M 
How deep thy counſels, how divine! : 
: 0 may we ſee, and hear, and know, ? 
What mortals cannot reach below: | 
May all our pow'rs find ſweet employ 5 
In thine eternal world of joy. 
7 HYMN XXI. Longing for the Houſe of Ged, 8 
$ ORD of the worlds above, 2 
9 How pleaſant and how fair 8 
® The dwellings of thy love, 
A Thy earthly temples are! a 
= To his abode, q 
E My ſoul aſpire, 
4 With warm defire 
# To ee thy God. 
O happy ſouls that pray : 
2 Where God appoints to hear; 9 
O happy men that pay 155 
Their conſtant ſervice there; ne 
They praiſe Chriſt ſtill, DO 
And happy they, 2 
Who love the way 
To Zion's hill. 
They go from ſtrength to ſtrength, 
'Thro? this dark vale of tears; N 
Till each arrive at length, N 
Till each in heav'n appears. 8 
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© glorious ſeat; 
Our God and King, 
Us thither bring 
To kiſs thy feet. 


The Lord his people loves: 
His hand no good with- holds 
From thoſe his heart approves, 
From praying humble fouls ; 

Thrice happy he, 

O God of hoſts, 

Whole ſpirit truſts 

Alone in thee! 


OW pleaſant, how divinely fair, 
O Lord of hoſts, thy dwellings are; 


'The new-born ſoul both longs and faints 


To meet th' aſſemblies of thy ſaints, 


Bleſt are the ſouls that find a place 
Within the temple of thy grace; 
There they behold thy gentler rays, 
And ſeek thy face, and learn thy praiſe, 


Bleſt are the men whoſe hearts are ſet 

To find the way to Zion's gate; 

God is their ſtrength, and thro? the road 
They lean upon their helper God. 


Oh may we walk with growing ſtrength, 
Till we all meet in heav'n at length; 
Till all before thy face appear 

And join in nobler worſhip there, 


1 


1 5 * mW IR NY 


* 
be. 
7 


oF 
2 
"ou 
37 
* 
. 
0 
£ * 
2 
4 
; 
"it 
* 
* 
. 
[s 


7 
HYMN XXIII. Offces of Chriſt. 
OIN all the glorious names 
1 Of wiſdom, love, and pow'r, 
That mortals ever knew, 
That angels ever bore: 
All are too mean 
To ſpeak his worth, 
Too mean to ſet 
Our Saviour forth, 


But, O what gentle terms, 


What condeſcending ways 


Doth our Redeemer uſe, 
To teach his heav'nly grace; 
My toul, with joy 


And wonder {ee 
What forms of love 
He bears for thee. 
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Great Prophet of our God, 
2 


Our tongues would bleſs thy name; 
_ BY thee the joyful news 
| Of our ſalvation came; 
The joy ful news 
4 Of fins forgiv'n, 
1 Of hell ſubdu'd 
F And peace with heav'n. 
| Js our great high-prieſt, 
| Offer'd his blood and dy'd; 
Thou guilty ſinner, ſeek 
No ſacrifice beſide : 
His pow'rful blood 
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Did once atone, 
And now it pleads 
Before the throne. 


Thou dear Almighty Lord, 
Our Conqu'ror, and our King; 
Thy ſceptre and thy ſword, 
Thy reigning grace we ing, 
Thine is the pow'r; 
O may we ſit 
In willing bonds, 
Beneath thy feet. 


HYMN XXIV. The Same. 
RRAY'D in mortal fleſh, 


Our lovely Jeſus ſtands, 

And holds the promiſes, 

And pardons in his hands: 
Commiſſion'd from his Father's throne, 
To make his grace. to mortals known. 

Be thou our counſellor, 

Our pattern and our guide, 

And thro? this deſert land, 

Still keep us near thy fide. 

O let our feet ne'er run aſtray 
Nor rove, nor ſeek the crooked way. 


We'd hear our {hepherd's voice, 
Vhoſe watchful eye doth keep 
Poor wand'ring foals, among 
The thouſands of his ſheep: 
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1 
He feeds his flock, he calls their names, 
His boſom bears the tender lambs, 


To this dear ſurety's hands, 

My ſoul commend thy cauſe ; 

He anſwers and fulfils 

His Father's broken laws: 
Believing ſouls now free are ſet; 
For Chriſt hath paid their dreadful debt. 


Their advocate appears 
For their defence on high ; 
The Father bows his ears, 
And lays his thunder by; 
Not all that hell or fin can ſay, 
Shall turn his heart, his love away. 


'Then let our ſouls ariſe, 

And tread the tempter down; 
Our Captain leads us forth, 
To conqueſt and a crown: 


A feeble ſaint ſhall win the day, | 
Though death and hell obſtruct the way. 


HYMN XXV. 


Chrift our Wiſdom, Righteouſneſs, Sancti fiaa- 
tion, and Redemption, 
URY'D in ſhadows of the night, 
We lie, till Chriſt reſtore the lights 
Wiſdom deſcends to heal the blind, 
And chaſe the darkneſs of the mind. 
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Loſt guilty ſouls are drown'd in tears, 
»Till the atoning blood appears; 

Then they awake from deep diſtreſs, 

And ſing, The Lord our Righteouſneſs.“ 


Jeſus beholds where Satan reigns, 
Binding his ſlaves in heavy chains: 
He ſets the pris'ners free, and breaks 
The iron bondage from our necks. 


Poor helpleſs worms in thee poſleſs 

Grace, wiſdom, pow'r, and righteouſneſs : 
Tou art our mighty All, may we 

Give our whole ſelves, O Lord, to thee. 


HYMN XXVI. The Same. 


OW heavy is the night 
That hangs upon our eyes, 
Till Chriſt with his reviving light 
Over our ſouls ariſe. 


Our guilty ſpirits dread 
To meet the wrath of heav'n: 
But in his righteouſneſs array'd, 
We ſee our ſins forgiv'n. 


Unholy and impure 
Are all our thoughts and ways: 
His hands infected nature cure, 


With ſanclifying grace. 
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The pow'rs of hell agree, 
To hold our ſoul in vain: 


He ſets the ſons of bondage free, 
And breaks the curſed chain. 


Lord, we adore thy ways, 
That brings us near to God; 

Thy ſov'reign pow'r, thy healing grace, 
And thine atoning blood. 


HYMN XXVII. 25 the Holy Ghoſt. 


REATOR, Spirit, by whoſe aid, 
The world's foundations firſt were laid, 
ome viſit ev'ry waiting mind, 
ith pleaſures laſting and reſin'd, 
hy temple 1n our hearts uprear, 
ind take thine endleſs dwelling there, 


D ſource of uncreated heat, 

The Father's promis'd Paraclete, 
Thrice holy Fount, immortal Fire, 
Dur ſouls with heav'nly love inſpire; 
-ome, and thy ſacred unction bring, 
Lo ſanctify us while we ling. 


Dur raging paſſions now controul, 
xpel the tyrant from cach ſoul, 
ead us to Jeſus crucify'd, 

nd be his merits all apply'd; 

Dur faith increaſe, our ſtrength renew, 

and guide us all our journey through, 
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Then ſhall our ſilent ſlumb'ring tongues 
Break forth in ſweet harmonious ſongs : 
The Father's grace ſhall be their theme, 
So ſhall the Saviour's balmy name; 

Nor ſhall the ſacred Spirit's praiſe 

Be baniſh'd from the notes they raiſe. 


HYMN XXVIII. The Same. 


"NOME, Holy Ghoſt, our hearts inſpire, 
Let us thine influence prove; 
Source of the old prophetic fire, 
Fountain of life and love. 


Come, Holy Ghoſt (for mov'd by thee 
The holy Prophets ſpoke;) 
1 Unlock the truth, thyſelf the key, 
« 4 Unſeal the ſacred book. | 


Expand thy wings prolific Dove, | 
Brood o'er our nature's night; * 


On our diſorder'd ſpirits move, 
i And let there now be light. 
l God through himſeif we then ſhall know, 


If thou within us ſhine : 
And ſound with all thy ſaints below, 
The depths of love divine. 
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HYMN XXIX. The Same. 


HY ſhould the children of a king 
Go mourning all their days; 
Great Comforter, deſcend, and bring 
Some tokens of thy grace. 


Doſt thou not dwell in all thy ſaints, 
And ſeal the heirs of heav'n? 

When wilt thou baniſh our complaints, 
And ſhew our fins forgiv'n? 


Aſſure each conſcience of its part 
In the Redeemer's bleod, 
And bear thy witneſs in each heart, 
That it is born cf God. 


Thou art the earneſt of his love, 
The pledge of joys to come: 
May thy bleſt wings celeſtial Dove, 

Safely convey us home. 


HYMN XXX. Chriffs Birth, 
HE King of glory ſends his Son, 


To make his entrance on this earth; 
Behold the midnight, bright as noon, 
And heav'nly hoſts declare his birth. 


About the young Redeemer's head, 
What wonders and what glories meet 
An unknown far aroſe, and led 

The eaſtern Sages to his feet. 


C 


Simeon and Anna both conſpire 

The infant Saviour to proclaim : 

Inward they felt the ſacred fire, 

And bleſt the babe, and own'd his name, 


Let Jews and Grecks blaipheme aloud, 
And treat the holy child with (corn ; ; 
Our ſouls adore th' eternal God, 

Who condeſcended to be born. 


HYMN XXXI. The Same. 
ARK! the Herald-angels ſing, 
Glory to the new-born king; 
Peace on earth, and mercy mild, 

God and fingers reconcil'd. 


Joyful, all ye nations riſe, 
_ the triumphs of the ſkies; 
ature riſe, and worſhip him, 

Who was born in Bethlehem. 


Chriſt by * Heav'n ador'd, 
Chriſt the everlaſting Lord; 
Late in time behold him come, 
Offspring of the virgin's womb. 
Veil'd in fleſh the Godhead ſee, 
Hail th* incarnate Deity ! 
Pleas'd as man with men t'appear, 
ſus our Immannel here. 
Hail, the Heav'n-born Prince of Peace 
Hail, the Sun of Righteouſneſs 
Light and life around he brings, 
Nis'n with healing in his wings, 
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Mild he lays his glory by, 
Born, that men no more may die; 
Born to raiſe the ſons of earth, 
Born to give chem ſecond birth. 


Come, Deſire of Nations, come, 
Fix in us thy heav'nly home; 

Riſe, the woman's conquering ſeed, 
Bruiſe in us the ſerpent's head. 


Adam's likeneſs now efface, 
Stamp thine image in its place: 
Second Adam from above, 
Reinſtate us in thy love. 


HYMN XXXII. 7he Same. 
HAT good news the angels bring, 
What glad tidings of our King; 

Chriſt the Lord is born to-day, 

Chriſt who takes our fins away; 

He who rules in heav'n and earth, 

Hath in Bethlehem his birth ; 

Him ſhall all his people ſee, 

And rejoice eternally. 


Lift your hearts and voices high, 
With Hoſannas fill the ſky ; 

Glory be to God above! 

God the infinite in love! 
Now reveals his glorious plan — 
Peace on earth, good-will to man ! 
Angels join with us in praiſe, 
Join to fing redeeming grace. 
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Now the wall is broken down, 
Now the goſpel is made known: 
Now the door is open wide, 
Chriſt for Jew and Gentile dy'd; 
All who feel the weight of ſin, 
All who languiſh to be clean, 
All who for Redemption groan, 
May be ſav'd by faith alone. 


Jeſus is the lovely name, 
This the angels do proclaim ; 
He ſhall all his people ſave, 
They in him remiſſion have; 
When they ſee themſelves undone 
They take r. fuge in the Son; 
They ſhall all be born again, 
And with him in glory reign. 
Shout, ye nations of the earth, 
Sing the triumphs of his birth: | 
All the world by him is bleſt; ; 
| Sound his priiie. from eaſt to weſt. 
_ Jews and Gentiles jointly ſing 
= Chriſt our common Lord and King: | 
Chriſt our life, our hope, our joy, | / 
Shall our endleſs praiſe employ. | 

| 


. 


a HYMN XXXIII. Ze Same. 
ATHER, our hearts we lift 
Up to thy gracious throne, 
And bleſs thee for the precious gift 
Of thine incarnate Son; ns 


«c 


C7 1] 
The gift unſpeakable 
We thankfully receive, 
And to the world thy goodneſs tell; 
O may we to thee live. 


Jeſus, the holy child, INN 


Doth by his birth declare, y 
That God and man are reconcil'd, DS 
And one in him we are, WES ED 
Salvation thro? his name, „ 
To loſt mankind is given, 3 
And loud his infant cries proclaim 85 
A peace *tw1xt earth and heav'n. % 
A peace on earth he brings, 8 
Which never more ſhall End; 8 
The Lord of Hoſts, the King of Kings, . 
Declares himſelf our friend; "IP 
Aſſumes our fleſh and blood, 2 
That we his ſpirit may gain, a 
The everlaſting Son of God, _ 
The mortal Son of Man, =_ 
O may we all receive 5 —_ 
The new-born Prince of Peace, —_ 


And meekly in his ſpirit live, | q 
And in his love increaſe ; | 
Till he conveys us home, 

Cry ev'ry ſoul aloud, 

Come, thou Defire of Nations, come, 

And take us all to God,” 
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HYMN XXXIV. Circumciſion of Chriſt. 


EE, my ſoul, with wonder ſee, 
The incarnate Deity ; 

Human nature he aſſumes, 

He to ranſom ſinners comes, 

He was not conceiv'd in fin, 

He was infinitely clean : 

Him no ſinful ſpot diſguis'd, 
Yet, lo! he was circumcis'd. 


He fulfill'd all righteouſneſs, 
Standing in our legal place, 

From thecradle to the croſs, 

All he did he did for us: 

He did all our woes retrieve, 

He expir'd that we might live; 

By his ſtripes our wounds are heal'd, 
By his blood our peace is ſeal'd. 


Jeſu's pain procures our eaſe, 
Jeſu's death is our releaſe ; 

Jeſus croſs obtains our crown, 
Jeſu's ſepulchre our throne, 

Lord, conform us to thy death: 
Bid our fins yield up their breath; 
By thy reſurrection's pow'r, 
Make our ſouls to glory ſoar. 


Circumciſe our filthy hearts, 
Purify our inward parts; 

Lord, deſtroy the carnal mind, 
That in thee we peace may find; 
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In thy righteouſneſs array'd, 
Let us triumph and be glad; 
Let us walk with thee in white, 
Till we ſee thy face in light. 


HYMN XXXV. 
Chriſt's Compaſſion for the Tempted. 


ITH joy we meditate the grace 
Of our High-Prieſt above; 
His heart is made of tenderneſs, 
His bowels melt with love. 


Touch'd with a ſympathy within, 
He knows our feeble frame; 
He knows what fore temptations mean, 


For he hath felt the ſame. 
He, in the days of feeble fleſh, 


Pour'd out his cries and tears; 
And 1n his meaſure feels afreſh 
What ev'ry member bears. 


He'll never quench the ſmoaking flax, 
But raiſe it to a flame; 

The bruiſed reed he never breaks, 
Nor ſcorns the meaneſt name. 


Then let our humble faith addreſs 
His mercy and his pow'r: 

We ſhall obtain delivering grace 
In the diſtreſſing hour. 


* 
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HYMN XXXVI. Chriſt's. Paſſion. 
E that pais by behold the Man, 
The Man of Grief condemn'd for you: 
The Lamb of God for finners lain, 
Weeping to Calvary purſue. 


His ſacred limbs they ſtretch, they tear, 
With nails they faſten to the wood— 
His ſacred limbs—expos'd and bare, 
Or only cover'd with his blood. 

See there, his temples crown'd with thorns, 
His bleeding hands extended wide, 
His ſtreaming feet transfixt and torn, 
The fountain guſhing from his fide, 
Oh, thou dear ſuff' ring Son of God, 
How doth thy heart to finners move; 
Help us to catch thy precious blood, 
Help us to taſte thy dying love. 


The earth could to her center quake, 
Convuls'd while her Creator dy'd; 

O may our inmoſt nature ſhake, 

And bow with Jeſus crucify'd. 

At the laſt gaſp, the graves diſplay'd 
Their horrors to the upper ſkies : 

O that our ſouls might burſt the ſhade, 
And quicken'd by thy death ariſe. | 
The rocks could feel thy pow'rful death, 
And tremble, and aſunder part; 

O rend with thy expiring breath 

Ihe harder ma:ble of our heart. 
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HYMN XXXVII. 
Chriſt's Sufferings and Glory. 


OW for a tune of lofty praiſe, 
To great Jehovah's only Son; 
Awake, my voice, in heav'nly lays, 
Tell the loud wonders he hath done. 


Down to this bafe, this ſinful earth 
Jeſus the Saviour came to die: 

He came t' atone Almighty wrath, 
And bring the diſtant rebel nigh. 


Deep in the ſhades of gloomy death, 


The Almighty Captive pris'ner lay; 
The Almighty Captive left the earth, 
And roſe to everlaſting day. 


Lift up your eyes, ye ſons of light, 


Up to his throne of ſhining grace: 


See what immortal glories fit 


Round the {weet beauties of his face. 


Amongſt a thouſand harps and ſongs, 


; Jeſus the God exalted reigns : 


O may his praiſe fill all our tongues, 
And echo to the heav'nly plains. 


HYMN XXXVIII. Ze Same. 


HAT equal honours ſhall we bring 
To thee, O Lord our God, the Lamb, 
Since all the notes that angels {ing 
Are far inferior to thy name. 
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Worthy was he who once was ſlain 


The Prince of Peace that groan'd and dy'd; 


Worthy to riſe, and live, and reign, 
At his Almighty Father's ſide. 


Pow'r and dominion are his due, 

Who ſtood condemn'd at Pilate's bar; 
Wiſdom belongs to Jeſus too, 

Tho? he was charg'd with madneſs here. 


Honour immortal muſt be paid, 
Inſtead of ſcandal and of ſcorn: 
While glory ſhines around his head, 
And a bright crown without a thorn. 


Bleſſings for ever on the Lamb, 

Who bore our ſins, and curſe and pain: 
Let Angels ſound his ſacred name, 
And every creature ſay, Amen. 


HYMN XXXIX. Chriſt's Reſurrection. 


ESUS, who dy'd a world to fave, 
Revives and riſes from the grave, 
By his Almighty pow'r: 
From fin, and death, and hell ſet free, 
He captive leads captivity, 
And lives to die no more. 
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hildren of God, look up and fee 
Y our Saviour cloath'd with majeſty, 
3 Triumphant o'er the tomb: 
Reſtrain your griefs, diſmiſs your fears, 
In heav'n your manſion he prepares, 
And ſoon will take you home. 


is church is ſtill his joy and crown, 

c looks with love and pity down 

On her he did redeem ; 

e taſtes her joys, he feels her woes, 
Ind prays that ſhe may ſpoil her foes, 


And ever reign with him. 


D may we all that pow'r partake 
V hich bids the dead in ſins awake, 
And mounts the ſoul above; 
hen ſhall our active minds aſpire, 
n wings of faith and ſtrong deſire, 
To baſk in Jeſu's love. 


HYMN XL. The Same. 


HE Sun of Righteouſneſs appears, 
To ſet in blood no more; 

dore the ſcatt'rer of your fears, 

Your riſing God adore. 


he ſaints, when he reſigns his breath, 
Uncloſe their ſleeping eyes : 

e breaks again the bands of death, 
Again the dead ariſe, 


UE 98-1 
Alone the dreadful race he ran, 
Alone the wine-preſs trod: 
He dies and ſuffers as a man, 
He riſes as a God, 
In vain the ſtone, the watch, the ſeal, 
Forbid an early riſe, 
To him who bieaks the gates of hell, 
And opens paradiſe. 


HYMN XLI. Chrif's Aſcenſion. : 
LAP your hands, ye people all, 
_A Praite the God on whom ye call; 
Lift your voice and ſhout his praiſe, 
Triumph in his ſov'reign grace. 
Jeſus is gone up on high, 
Takes his ſeat above the ſky ; 
Shout the angel-choirs aloud, 
Echoing to the trump of God. 
Sons of men, the triumph join, 
Praiſe him with the hoſts divine: 
Emulate the heav'nly pow'rs, | 
Their victoricus Lord is ours. h 
Shout the God enthron'd above, | 
Loud proclaim his conqu'ring love; 
Praiſes to our Jeſus ſing, BY 
Praiſes to our glorious King. : 
Pow'r is all to Jeſus giv'n, 
Pow'r o'er hell, and earth, and heav'n; 
Jeſus, pow'r to us impart, 
Then we'll praiſe with all our heart. 
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HYMN XLII. The ſame. 


OSANNA to the Prince of Light, 


That cloath'd himſelf in clay, 
Enter'd the iron gates of death, 
And tore the bars away. 


Death is no more the king of dread, 
Since our Immanuel role; 

He took the tyrant's ſting away, 
And ſpoil'd our hellith foes. 


See how the Conqu'ror mounts aloft, 
And to his Father flies, 

With ſcars of honour in his fleſh, 
And triumph in his eyes. 


There our exalted Saviour reigns, 
And ſcatters bleſſings down; 
Our Jeſus fills the middle ſear 
Of the celeſtial throne. 


Raiſe your devotion, mortal tongues 
To reach his bleſs'd abode; 

Sweet be the accents of our tongs 
To our incarnate God. 


Bright angels ſtrike their loudeſt ſtrings 


Let ſaints their voices railc ; 
Let heav'n, and all created things, 
Sound our Immanuel's praiſe. 
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HYMN XLIII. The fame. 


AlL the day that fees him riſe, 


Raviſh'd from our wiſhful eyes; 


Chriſt awhile to mortals giv'n, 

Re- aſcends his native heav'n: 
There the pompous triumph waits, 
Lift your heads, eternal gates; 
« Wide unfold the radiant ſcene, 
« Take the King of Glory in!” 


Circl'd round with angel pow'rs, 
'Their triumphant Lord and ours, 
Conqu'ror o'er death, hell, and fin, 
Take the King of Glory in. 

Him though higheſt heav'n receives, 
Still he loves the earth he leaves; 
Though returning to his throne, 
Still he calls mankind his own. 


See, he lifts his hands above; 


See, he ſhews the prints of love; 


Hark! his gracious lips beſtow 
Bleſſings on his church below; 
Still for us he intercedes, 
Prevalent his death he pleads; 
Next himſelf prepares our place, 
Harbinger of human race. 


Maſter (may we ever ſay) 
Taken from our head to- day, 
See thy faithful ſervants ſee, 
Ever gazing up to thee, 
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Grant, though parted from our ſight, 
High above yon azure height, 
Grant our hearts may thither riſe, 


Seeking thze beyond the ſkies, 


Ever upward may we move, 
Wafted on the wings of love; 
Looking when our Lord fhall come, 
Longing, gaſping after home. 


There may we with thee remain, 


Partners of thine endleſs reign: 
There thy face unclouded ſee, 
Find our heav'n of heav'ns in thee. 


HYMN XLIV. Chrift's Interce/ion. 


WI. the Redeemer's gone, 
pear before our God; 


To ſprinkle o'er K* flaming throne, 
With his atoning blood, 
No fi'ry vengeance now, 
No burning wrath comes down; 
I juſtice calls for ſinners blood, 
The Saviour mews his own. 


Before his Father's eye 
Our humble ſuit he moves: 


Tire Father lays his thunder by, 


And looks, and ſmiles, and loves. 
Now may our joyful tongues 
Our maker's honours ſing : 


efus the Prieft receives our ſongs, 
And bears them to the King. 
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HYMN XLV. Tze Same. 


IFT up your eyes to th' heav'nly ſeat, 
Where your Redeemer ſtays: 
| Kind interceſſor there he fits, 
8 And loves, and pleads, and prays. 


"Twas well, my ſoul, he dy'd for thee, 


PPP 
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And ſhed his vital biood ; 
Appeas'd ftern juſtice on the tree, 
And then aroſe to God. 
Petitions now, and praiſe may riſe, 


And ſaints their off' rings bring; 
| The Prieſt, with his own ſacrifice, 
| Preſents them to the King. 


Ten thouſand praiſes to the King, 

| Hoſanna in the high'ſt; 

; Ten thouſand thanks our ſpirits bring 
| To God, and to his Chriſt. 
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HYNiN XLVI. Praiſing Chriſt. 


WAELE, and ſing the ſong 
Of Moſes and the Lamb; 
Wake ev'ry heart, and ev'ry tongue, 
To praiſe the Saviour's name. 
| Sing of his dying love, 
| Sing of his riſing pow'r, 
| Sing how he intercedes above 
For thoſe whoſe ſins he bore. 
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Sing ?till we feel our hearts 


Y Aſcending with our tongues z 


Sing till the love of {in departs, 
And grace inſpires our ſongs. 

| Sing till we hear Chriſt ſay, 

« Your ſins are all forgiv'n;“ 
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And with a hving coal, 


Sing on rejoicing ev'ry day, 
ill we all meet in heaven. 


HYMN XLVII. The Same. 


(CO, my breth' ren, Iſrael's race, 
And hear me bleſs my King; 
Hear me my beloved praiſe, 


My Jeſus do 1 ſing; 


: Neither hear my ſong alone, 


But help, O help me to proclaim 
Jeſus, our Creator's Son; 

Jeſus, that lovely name. 
: Others ſing their time away, 

Who jeſus never knew: 
Ought not we to paſs our day 

In joy and ſinging too? 
; Other rs, have they cauſe to bleſs ? 
The children of the King have more; 
They have Chriſt their Rightcouinels, 
Their glory, peace, and pow'r. 
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E Bow thy throne, thou Son of God, 
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From the altar ſtain'd with blood, 
Inſpire each drowſy ſoul; 
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[ 49 ] 
Slaughter'd Lamb, who, who can ſhew, 
Or who can fully ſing thy praiſe? 
Lord, we fail in hymns below, 


O teach us heav'nly lays. 


HYMN XLVIII. 
Chriſt worſhipped by all bis Creatures. 


(ME, let us join our chearful ſongs 
With angels round the throne: 
Ten thouſand thouſands are their tongues, 
But all their joys are one. 


Worthy the Lamb that dy'd, they cry, 
Jo be exalted thus; 
Worthy the Lamb, our lips reply, 
For he was ſlain for us! 


Jeſus is worthy to receive 
Honour and pow'r divine; 

And bleſſings, more than we can give, 
Be Lord, for ever thine. 

The whole creation join in one, 
To bleſs the ſacred name 

Of him that fits upon the throne, 

And to adore the Lamb. 


HYMN XLIX. The Same. 


URE thy name is wonderful, 
Counſellor, the mighty God, 
W hom the heav*nly Hoſts adore, 
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Praiſe we through the earth abroad. 
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Thou the Godhead bearing down, = 


Jo the fight of mortal man, 
Fleſh in form, and God in pow'r. 
Suited art to all thy plan. 


Center'd in thy lovely face, 
Judgment, mercy, both appear; 
All che Father's honour meets, 
All his glory triumphs here. 


Wonderfully form'd to raife | 1 5 
Adam's fallen, helpleſs race; Bn” 
Form'd to purchaſe and ſecure _ 
For thy people, boundleſs grace. | WM 
Thou that Prophet art and 5 1 
Thou the Prieſt forctold to rife 
Thou the Sacrificer art, 8 
Thou too art the Sacrifice. 8 
Lamb of God that once was ſlain, 
Bleeding on the painful tree, 
Riſen and aſcended high, 
We adore thy Majelty. 
Wonderful art thou in pow'r, S 
Wonderful art thou in love, Y 


Be thou all our theme below, 
Be thou all our heav'n above! 


Halle lujah l a ; : | a 
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HYMN L. The Same. 3 


E ſervants of God, 
Your maſter proclaim, 
And publiſh abroad 
His wonderful name: 


The name all victorious b 
Of Jeſus extol, | 
His kingdom is glorious, [2 
And rules over all. 1] 
God ruleth on high, Fi 
Almighty to fave, ] 
And ſtill he is nigh, 9 
His preſence we have, ; 
The great er Ry e 5 
His triumph ſhall fing, 0 
Aſcribing falvation 
To jeſus our King. 1 


Salvation to God, 

Who ſits on the throne; 
Let all cry aloud 

And honour the Son; 
Out Jeſus's praiſes 

The angels proclaim; 
Fall down on their faces, 

And worſhip the Lama. 


Then let us adore, 

And give him his right, 
All glory and paw'r, 

And wiſdom and might: 
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All honour and bleſſing, 
With angels, above; 


And thanks never ceaſing, 
And infinite love. 


HYMN LI. Ze Deum. 


OW can we adore, 
Or worthily praiſe, 
* Thy goodneſs and pow'r, 
7 Thou God of all grace: 
f With honour and bleſſing 
Before thee we fall, 

Moſt gladly confeſſing 
Thee Father of all. 
The heav'ns and earth, 
And water, and air, 
To thee owe their birth, 
Subſiſt by thy care; 
While angels are ſinging 
Thy praiſes above, 
We mortals are bringing 
Our tribute of love. 
Thou, Saviour, art one 
With God the ſupreme, 
His eternal Son, 
And equal with him: 
Ipveſted with glory, 
On high doſt thou ſit, 
While angels adore thee, 
And bow at thy feet. 
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How great was thy love! 


How wond'rous thy grace! 


Thou cam'ſt from above 
To ſave a loſt race; 
And man to deliver, 
Of Mary was born, 
That ev'ry believer 
To God might return. 


How ſoon will thy ſeat 
Of judgment appear! 
Prepare us to meet, 


And welcome thee there; 


Thy witneſſing Spirit 
In us ſhed abroad, 
And bid us inherit 
> The kingdom of God, 
The Father and Son 
And Spirit agree 
To conſtitute One 
Complete Deity: 
Sweet Jeſus, thy merit 
Reftores us to God, 
And by thy good Spirit 
Our ſouls are renew'd. 


HYMN LII. Zo the Trinity. 


LEST br the Father, and his love, 
| To whole celeſtial ſource we owe 


Rivers of endleſs joys above, 


And rills of comfort here below. 
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lory to thee, great Son of God, 
Forth from thy wounded body rolls 
A precious ſtream of vital blood, 
Pardon and life for dying ſouls. 
Ve give the ſacred Spirit praiſe, 
Who in our hearts of fin and woe 
lakes living ſtreams of grace arite 
And into boundleſs glory flow. 
y hus God the Father, God the Son, 
And God the Spirit we adore; 
That ſea of life and love non, 
Without a bottom or a ſhore. 


HYMN LIII. Le Same. 
[ A3L, holy, holy, holy Lord, 


Be endleſs praiſe to thee ; 

upreme, eſſential One, ador'd 

In co-eternal Three! 

thron'd in everlaſting fate, 

Fer time its round began 

ho join'd in council to create 

The dignity of man. 

Il taat the name of creature owns, 
To thee in hymns aſpire; 
ay we (as angels on their thrones} 
For ever join their choir. 
11, holy, holy, holy Lord, 
Be endleſs praiſe to thee 
preme, eſſential One, _ 4 
In co- eternal Three! 


A 
„ 
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HYMN LIV. The Same. 
ET God the Father live 


For ever on our tongues ; 
Sinners from his free love derive 


The ground of all their ſongs, 


Ye ſaints employ your breath 
In honour to the Son, 
Who bought your ſouls from hell and death, 
By off 'ring up his own. 
Give to the Spirit praiſe | 
Of an immortal train, : IS 
Whoſe light and pow'r, and grace conveys 4 
Salvation down to men, 
While God the Comforter 


I 


| Reveals our pardon'd ſin, 
=_ O may the blood and water bear ] 
—_ The ſame record within. 1 
. | To the great One and Three, TW 
* That ical the grace in heav'n, Th 
Tue Father, Son, and Spirit, be : 
: * Eternal glory gie'n. 
5 HYMN LV. Te Sant. 
5 WE give immortal praiſe 
8 To God the Father's love, 
For all our comforts here, | 
And better hopes above; To 
| Are 


He ſent his own eternal Son, 
To die for fins that man had done. 
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To God the Son belongs 
Immortal glory too, 
Who bought us with his blood, 
From everlaſting woe ; 

And now he hives, and now he reigns, 


N And ſees the fruit ef all his pains. 


To God the Spirit's name 
Immortal worſhip give; 
Whoſe new-creating pow'r 
Makes the dead ſinner live : 
| His work completes the great deſign, 


| and fills the ſoul with joy divine. 


Almighty God to thee 

Be endleſs honours done; 

'The undivided Three, 

And the myſterious One ! 
Where reaſon fails, with all her pow'rs, 


There faith prevails, and love adores. 


HYMN LVI. De Same. 


O him that choſe us firſt, 
Before the world began, 
To him that bore the curie, 
To ſave rebellious man ; 
To him that form'd our hearts anew, 
Are endleſs praiſe * glory due. 
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The father's love ſhall run 
Through our immortal ſongs ; 
We bring to God the Son 
Hoſannas on our tongues. 
Our lips addreſs the Spirit's name, 
With equal praiſe and zeal the ſame, 


Let ev'ry ſaint above, 

And angel round the throne, 

For ever bleſs and love, 

The ſacred Three in One; 

Thus heav'n ſhall raiſe his honours high 
When earth and time grow old and die, 


HYMN LVII. Angels praiſe the Lord, 
HE Lord, the ſov'reign King, 
Hath fixt his throne on high 
O'er all the heav'nly world he rules, 
And all bencath the fey. 
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3 Ye angels, great-in might, 
7 Aud ſwift to do his will, 
3 als ye the Lord, whoſe voice ye hear, 
4 Whoſe pleaſure ye fulfil, 


Let the bright hoſts who wait 

The orders of their Kin 

And guard his churches when they pray, 
Join in the praiſe they ſing. 

While all his wond'rous works, 
Throughekhis vaſt kingdom ſhew, 

Jneir Maker's glory, thou, my ſoul, 

Shalt ſing his graces too. 
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a HYMN LVIII. Zhe Brazen Serpent. 
b WIII fiery ſerpents greatly pain'd, 
Whenlſrael's mourning tribes complain'd 

And ſigh'd to be reliev'd; 
A ſerpent ſtrait the Prophet made, 
Of molten-braſs, to view diſplay'd; 
Z The patients look'd and liv'd. 
But, Oh, what healing to the heart 
Does Jeſu's greater croſs impart, 

To thoſe who ſeek a cure! 
Ifrael of old, and we no leſs 
The ſame indulgent grace poſſeſs, 
! While life and breath endure. 
To reaſon's view, fo ſtrange effect, 
Self- righteous fouls will ſtill reject, 
1 And periſh in their pride; 
Not ſo the ſtung with ſin and law, 
Theſe all their rich ſalvation draw 
From Jeſu's bleeding fide. 
May we then view the matchleſs crofs, 
And other objects count but loſs, 
No other gain explore: 
Here ſtill be fix d our ſtedfaſt eyes, 
Teaming with tears of glad ſurprize, 
And thankfully adore! 
Hail, great Immanuel, balmy name! 
Thy praiſe the ranſom'd will proclaim, 

Thee we piyiician call; 

We own no other cure but thine, 

Thou the Deliverer divine, 
Our health, our life, our all. 
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HYMN LIX. God made Man. 


LORD our God, how wond'rous great 
Is thine exalted name; 
The glories of thy heav'nly ſtate 
Let men and babes proclaim. 


When we behold thy work on high, 
'The moon that rules the night; 

And ſtars that well adorn the ſky, 
Thoſe moving worlds of light. 


Lord, what is man, or all his race, 
Who dwells ſo far below, 

That thou ſhould'ſt viſit him with grace, 
And love his nature ſo! 


That thine eternal Son ſhould bear 
To take a mortal form; 

Made lower than his angels are, 
To ſave a dying worm! 


Jeſus, our Lord, how wond'rous great 
Is thine exalted name: 

The glories of thy heav'nly ſtate 
Let the whole earth proclaim. 


HYMN LX. Faith in Chrif. 


OW fad our ſtate by nature is, 
Our fin how deep it ſtains: 
And Satan binds our captive fouls 
Faſt in his ſlaviſh chains. 


3 We would believe thy promiſe, Lord, 


If 


Y Stretch out thine arm, victorious King, 


f Drive the old dragon from his ſeat, 


| Poor, guilty, weak, and helpleſs worms 


HxMN LXI. Thankſgiving. © 
EET and right it is to ſing : 

Glory to our God and Kang ; 37 

Meet, in ev'ry time and place, * 
To rehearſe his ſolemn praiſe. 2 


. 


But there's a voice of ſovereign grace 
Sounds from God's ſacred word ; 

Ho, ye deſpairing ſinners, come, 
And truſt upon the Lord 


O may we hear th' almighty call, 
And run to this relief; 


O help our unbelief. 


| To the bleit fountain of thy blood, 
Teach us, O Lord, to fly, 


There may we waſh our ſpotted ſouls 
From crimes of deepeſt dye. 


Our reigning ſins ſubdue : 


With his infernal crew. 


Into thy hands we fall ; 
he thou our ſtrength and righteouſneſs, 
Our Jeſus, and our all. 
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Join, ye ſaints. the ſong around, 
Angels, help the cheerful ſound; 
Publiſh through the world abroad 
Glory to th' eternal God, 


Praiſes here to thee we give, 
Gracious thou our thanks receive 


Holy Father, ſov'reign Lord, 


Ev'ry where be thou ador'd. 


Though th* injurious world exclaim, 
Sing we ſtill in jeſu's name; 
Saviour, thee we ever bleſs, 


Thee our Lord and God confeſs. 


HYMN LXII. 2. herefore with Angels, c. 


ORD and God of heav'nly pow'rs 
4 Theirs—and oh, benignly ours! 


Glorious King, let earth proclaim, 
Worms attempt to chant thy name, 


Thee to laud in ſongs divine, 
Angels and archangels join; 
We with them cur voices raiſe, 
Echoing eternal praiſe. 


Holy, holy, holy Lord, 
Live by heav'n and earth ador'd 
Full of thee they ever cry, 


. (Glory be to God moſt higa ! 


* a * 
r 
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HYMN LXIII. 
Glory be to God on high, Cc. 


LORY be to God on high, 
God whoſe glory fills the ſky 


A Ponce on earth to man forgiv'n, 


3 Man the well-belov'd of heav'n. 


* Sov? reign Father, heav'nly King, 
Thee we now preſume to ſing; 
Glad thine attributes confels, 


| Glorious all and numberleſs. 


Hail, by all thy works ador'd, 
Hail. the everlaſting Lord; 

Thee with thankful hearts we prove, 
Lord of pow'r, and God of love. 


chriſt our Lord and God we own, 
Christ the Father's only Son; 
Lamb of God, for finners flain; 


| Saviour of offending man, 


8 Pow'rful advocate with God, 

g Juſtify us with thy blood; 

Bow thine ear, in mercy bow. 
Hear, thy Saint's atonement thou. 


Hear, for thou, O Chriſt alone, 
With thy gracious Sire art one; 
One the Holy Ghoſt with thee, 
One ſupreme eternal Three. 
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HYMN 3 V. I is Finiſhed. 

7 IS finiſh'd, the Redeemer ſaid, 

And meekly bow'd his dying head, 

Whilſt we this ſentence ſcan : 

Come, finners, and obſerve the word, 

Behold the conqueſts of our Lord, 
Complete for helpleſs man. 

Finiſh'd the righteouſneſs of grace; 

Finiſh'd for ſinners pard'ning peace; 
Their mighty debt is paid 

Accuſing law, cancell'd by blood, 

And wrath of an offended God 
In ſweet oblivion laid. 

Who now ſhall urge a ſecond claim 

The law no longer can condemn, 
Faith a releaſe can ſhew : 

Juſtice itſelf a friend appears, 

The priſon-houſe a whiſper hears, 
Looſe him, and let him go. 

O, unbelief, injurious bar, 

Source of tormenting fruitleſs fear, 
Why doſt thou yet reply? 

Where'er thy loud objections fall, 

« *Tis finiſn'd' ſtill may anſwer all, 
And ſilence ev'ry cry. 

His toil divinely finiſh'd ſtands, 

But lo, the praiſe his word demands 
Careful may we attend ! 

Concluſion to our fouls be this, 

Becauſe ſalvation finiſh'd is, 
Our thanks thall never end, 
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, HYMN LXV. Advption. 


EHOLD what wond'rous grace 
The Father hath beſtow' d 


On ſinners of a mortal race, 
To call them ſons of God. 


Nor doth it yet appear 
How great they will be made : 
But when they ſee their Saviour near, 


They ſhall be like their head. 


A hope ſo much divine, 
May trials well endure; 
May purge our ſouls from ſenſe and ſin, 
As Chriſt the Lord is pure. 


O Lord, if in thy love 
We ſhare a filial part, 

Send down thy Spirit, like a dove, 
To reſt upon each heart. 


Suffer us not to lie 

Like ſlaves before thy throne; 
Let each now Abba Father cry, 

And thou the kindred own. 


HYMN LXVI. Enjoyment of Chrif. 


ORD, what a heav'n of ſaving grace 
Shines thro? the beauties of thy face! 
O light our paſſions to a flame, 


Then ſhall we love thy charming name, 
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Then ſhall a ſcene of ſacred joy 


Our raptur'd eyes and ſouls employ ; 
Then ſhall we long to gaze away 
A bleſt and everlaſting day. 


Send comforts, Lord, from thy right hand, 


While we paſs through this barren land ; 
And in thy temple let us ſee 
A glimſpe of love, a glimpſe of thee. 
HYMN LXVII. 
Glory and Grace in the Perſon of Chriſt. 
N OW to the Lord a noble ſong, 
Awake my ſoul, awake my tongue : 
Hoſanna to th' eternal name, 
And all his boundleſs love proclaim ! 
See where it ſhines in Jeſu's face, 
The brighteſt image of his grace: 
God, in the perſon of his Son, 
Hath all his mightieſt works outdone. 
Grace, 'tis a ſweet, a charming theme! 
Exult, my ſoul, at jeſu's name; 
Ye angels dwell upon the ſound ; 
Ye heav'ns, reflect it to the ground. 
Oh that we all may reach the place 
Where he unveils his lovely face; 
Where all his beauties you behold 
And ſing his name to harps of gold. 
HYMN LXVIII. Looking to Jeſus. 
OW glorious the Lamb 
H Is ſeen on his throne ! 
His labours are o'er, 


＋ 
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His conqueſts put on; 
A kingdom is given 

Into our Lamb's hand; 
In earth and in heav'n, 

For ever to ſtand. 
Ye ſinners below, 

Then truſt in the Lord, 
Look up to his arm, 

His honour, his word ; 
Atharit for his favour, 

His Godhead adore; 
Look up to your Saviour, 

And joy evermore, 


HYMN LXIX. Firſt and ſecond Adam. 
EEP in the duſt, before thy throne, 
Our guilt and our diſgrace we on: 
Great God, we own th* unhappy name, 
Whence ſprung our nature and our ſhame. 
But whilſt our ſpirits fill'd with awe, 
Behold the terrors of thy law, 
We ſing the honours of thy grace, 
That ſent to {ave our ruin'd race: 
We ſing thine everlaſting Son 
Who join'd our nature to his own 2 
Adam the ſecond from the duft 
Raiſes the ruins of the firſt, 
Where ſin did reign, and death abound, 
There have the ſoas of Adam found 
Abounding life ; there glorious grace 
Reigns thro' the Lord our Righteouſneſs. 
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HYMN LXX. Salvation. 
8 O the joyful ſound ! 


W hat pleaſure to our ears! 
A ſov'reign balm for ev'ry wound, 
A cordial for our fears! 


Burv'd in ſorrow and in fin 
At hell's dark door welay ; 
But we ariſe by grace divine, 
To ſee a heav'nly day. 
Salvation, let the echo fly 
The ſpacious earth around ; 
While all the armies of the ſky 
Conſpire to raiſe the ſound. 


HYMN LXXI. Chriſt's Victory over Satan. 


Hr n to our conqu'ring King! 
The prince of darkneſs flies ; 
His troops ruth headlong down to hell, 

Like lightning from the ſkies, 


There bound in chains the lion's roar, 
And fright the reſcued ſheep ; 

But heavy bars confine their power 

And malice to the deep, 

Hoſanna to our conqu'ring King! 
All hail, incarnate love! 

Ten thouſand ſongs and glories wait 
To crown thy head above 
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Thy vict'ries, and thy deathleſs fame, 
Thro' the wide world ſhall run; 
And everlaſting ages ſing, 
The triumphs thou haſt won! 


HYMN LXXII. 4 Blaged Gospel. 


LEST are the ſouls that hear and know 
The goſpel's joyful ſound ; 
Peace ſhall attend the path they go, 
And light their ſteps ſurround. 


Their joy ſhall bear their ſpirits up, 
Thro' their Redeemer's name; 
His righteouſneis exalts their hope, 

Nor Satan dares condemn, 


The Lord, our glory and defence, 
Strength and ſalvation gives; 

Iſrael, thy King for ever reigns, 
Thy God for ever lives. 


HYMN LXXIII. Before Prayer. 


ING to the Lord Jehovah's name, 
And in his ſtrength rejoice; 
When his Salvation is our theme, 
Exalted be our voice. 


With thanks approach his awful ſight, 
And pſalms of honour ſing ; 
The Lord's a God of boundleſs might, 
The whole creation's king, 
F | 
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Earth, with its Caverns dark and deep, 
Lies in his ſpacious hand; 
He ix'd the ſeas what bounds to keep, 
and where the hills mutt ſtand. 
Come, and with humble ſouls adore, 
Come, kneel before his face; 
May we, the Creatures of his pow'r, 
Be children of his grace. 
HYMN LXXIV. 
The Church is God's Houſe and Care, 
PRAISE ye the Lord, exalt his name, 
While in his holy Courts ye wait; 
Ye ſaints that to his houſe belong, 
Or ſtand attending at his gate. 
Praiſe ye the Lord, the Lord is good; 
To praiſe his name is ſweet employ ; 
Iſrael he choſe of old, and ſtill 
His Church. is his peculiar joy. 
Bleſs ye the Lord, who taſte his love, 
People and prieſts, exalt his name; 
Amonglt his ſaints be ever dwells, 
His Church 1s his Jeruſalem. 
HYMN LXXV. Praifing God. 
n thanks to God moſt high, 
The univerſal Lord, 
The ſov'reign King of Kings, 
And be his grace ador'd. 
His pow'r and grace are ſtill the ſame, 
And let his name have endleſs praiſe. 
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. 
How mighty is his hand, 
What wonders hath he done? 
He form'd the earth and ſeas, 
And ſpread the heav'ns alone. 
Thy mercy, Lord, ſhall fill endure; 
And ever ſure abides thy word. 


He ſaw the nations lie 

All periſhing in fin; 
And pity'd the ſad ſtate 
The ruin'd world was in. 


Thy mercy, Lord, ſhall ſtill endure; 
And ever ſure abides thy word, 


He {ent his only Son 5 


To ſave us from our woe, 

From Satan, ſin, and death, 

And ev'ry hurtful foe. | 
His pow'r and grace are fill the ſame 
And let his name have endleſs praiſe. 


; HYMN LXXVI. The Same. 
ROM all that dwell below the ſkies 


Let the Creator's praiſe ariſe; 
Let the Redeemer's name be ſung 
Through ev'ry land, by ev'ry tongue. 


Eternal are thy mercies, Lord, 


Eternal truth attends thy word; 


'Thy praiſe ſhall ſound from ſhore to ſhore, 


Till ſuns ſhall riſe and ſet no more. 
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HYMN LXXVIL. 
Defiring Chriſt's Love to be ſhed abroad 


in the Heart. 

NOME, deareſt Lord, deſcend and dwell 
E By faith and love in ev'ry breaſt : 
Then ſhall we know, and taſte, and feel, 

The joys that cannot be expreſt. 

Come, fill our hearts with inward ſtrength, 

Make our enlarged ſouls poſſeſs, - 

And learn the height, and breadth and length 

Of thine unmeaſurable grace. 

Now to the God whoſe pow'r can do 

More than our thoughts or wiſhes know, 

Be everlaſting honours done, 


By all the church, through Chriſt his Son, 


HYMN LXXVIII. 
Salvation by Grace in Chriſt. 
OW to the pow'r of God ſupreme, 


Be everlaſting honours giv'n; 

He faves from hell (we bleſs his name) 

He calls loſt wand'ring ſouls to heav'n. 
Not for our duties or deſerts, 

But of his own abounding grace, 
He works ſalvation in our hearts, 

And forms a people for his praiſe. 
Twas his own purpoſe that begun 

To reicue rebels doom'd to die; 
He gave us grace in Chriſt his Son, 

Before he {pread the ſtarry ſky, 
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Jeſus, the Lord, appears at laſt, 

And makes his Father's counſels known ; 
Declares the great tranſaction's paſt, 

And brings immortal bleſſings down. 


HYMN LXXIX. 


Sight of God and Chriſt in Heaven, 


ESCEND from heav'n, immortal Dove, 
Stoop down and take us on thy wings; 
And mount, and bear us far above 
The reach of theſe inferior things. 


Oh for a ſight, a pleaſing fight, 
Of our Almighty Father's throne ; 

There fits our Saviour, crown'd with Light, 
Cloath'd in a Body like our own. 


Adoring Saints around him ſtand, 
And Thrones and Pow'rs before him fall; 
The God ſhines gracious thro' the Man, 
And ſheds ſweet Glories on them all. 


| When ſhall the Day, dear Lord, appear, 


That we ſhall mount to dwell above; 
And ftand and bow among them there, 
And view thy Face, and ſing thy Love? 


HYMN LXXX. Inviting to Praiſe. 
OME, guilty Souls and flee away, 
Like Doves, to jeſu's Wounds ; 
This is the welcome GosreL-Day, 
Wherein free Grace abounds, 
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God lov'd the world, and gave his Son 
To drink the cup of wrath ; 

And Jeſus ſays hell caſt out none 
That come to him by faith. 


HYMN LXXXI. The Same. 
TYIRAISE ye the Lord, 'tis good to raiſe 


Our hearts and voices in his praiſe. 
His nature and his works invite, 


To make this duty our delight, 


Sing to the Lord, exalt him high, 
Who ſpreads his clouds around the ſky; 
There he prepares his fruitful rain, 
Nor let the drops deicend in vain. 


He form'd the ſtars, thoſe heav'nly flames, 
He counts their numbers, calls their names, 
His wiſdom's vaſt, and knows no bound, 


A deep where all our thoughts are drown'd, 


He makes the graſs the hills adorn, 
And clothes the ſmiling ſields with corn; 
The beaſts with food his hands ſupply, 


And the young ravens when they cry, 


But ſaints are lovely in his fight; 

He views his children with delight; 
He ſees their hope, he knows their fear, 
And looks and loves his image there. 
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HYMN LXXXII. The Same, 


E ſeekers of God, 
| V Whoſe diligent care 
Is ever employ'd 
In Chriſt's blood to ſhare, 
With praiſes unceaſing 
Your Jeſus proclaim ; 
Rejoicing, and bleſſing 


His excellent name. 
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*T1s Jeſus commands, 
Come all to his houſe, 
And lift up your hands, 
| And pay him your vows. 
And whilſt ye are giving 
Your Jeſus his due, 
The Lord out of heav'n 
Shall ſanctify you. 


HYMN LXXXIII. Univerſal Praiſe. 
HRE! dull ſoul, how ev'ry thing 


Strives t' adore our bounteous Ning; 
Each a double tribute pays, 
Sings its part, and then obeys. 


— 


Wake, for ſhame, my ſluggiſh heart, 
Wake, and gladly ſing thy part; | 
Learn of birds, and ſprings, and ſlow'le, 
How t' employ thy nobler pow'rs. 
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Call whole nature to thy aid, | 
Since *twas he whole nature made; 
Join we in one endleſs ſong, 


Who to one God all belong. | 


Live for ever, glorious Lord, | 
Live by all thy works ador'd ; | 
One in Three, and Three in One, | 
All things bow to thee alone. | 


HYMN LXXXIV. The new Creation. 


T'TEND, while God's eternal Son 
Doth his own glories ſhew; 

« Behold, I ſit upon my throne, 
Creating all things new. 

Nature and fin are paſt away, 
« And the old Adam dies; 

« My hands a new foundation lay, 
*« See a new world ariſe!“ 

Mighty Redeemer, ſet us free 
From our old ſtate of ſin; 

O make our ſouls alive to thee, 
Create new pow'rs within. 

Renew our eyes, and form our ears, 
And mould our hearts afreſh ; 

Give us new paſſions, joys, and fears, 
And turn the ſtone to fleſh. 

Far from the regions of the dead, 
From fin, and earth, and hell, 

{n the new world thy grace hath made, 
May we for ever dwell, 
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; | HYMN LXXXV. 
| Lenging for Chriſt. 


COME, thou wounded Lamb of God, 
Come, wath us in thy cleanſing blood; 
Hide us within thy wounds, then pain 
Is ſweet, and life or death is gain. 


| Take our poor hearts, and let them be, 
For ever clos'd to all but thee ; 

Seal thou our breaſts, and let us wear 
That pledge of love for ever there. 


How bleft are thoſe who fill abide 

Cloſe ſhelter'd in thy bleeding ſide ; 

Who lite and ſtrength from thence derive, 
And by thee move, and in thee live! 


How can it be, thou heav'nly King, 
That thou ſhouldſt man to glory bring? 
Make ſlaves the partners of thy throne, 
Deck'd with a never- fading crown! 


Ah, Lord, enlarge our ſcanty thought, 7 
To know the wonders thou haſt wrought, 7 


Unlooſe our ſtamm'ring tongues to tell 
Thy love immenſe, unſearchabie ! 


Firſt-born of many brethren thou, 
To thee both earth and heav'n muſt bow; 
Help us to thee our all to give, 

Thine may we die, thine may we live, 
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HYMN LXXXVI. The Same. 


LOVE divine, how ſweet thou art, 
When ſhall I find my longing heart 
All taken up by thee? 
Oh make me pant and thirſt to prove 
The greatneſs of redeeming love, | 
The love of Chriſt to me. 
God only knows the love of God; 
O that it now were ſhed abroad 
In each poor ſtony heart! 
For love I'd figh, for love I'd pine, 
This only portion, Lord, be mine, 
Be mine this better part. 
O that we could for ever ſit, 
With Mary, at the maſter's feet, 
Be this our happy choice: 
Our only care, delight, and bliſs, 
Our joy, our heav'n on earth be this, 
To hear the bridegroom's voice. 
Thy only love may we require, 
Nothing on earth beneath deſire, 
Nothing in heav'n above; 
Let earth and all its trifles go, 
Give us, O Lord, thy love to know, 
Give us thy precious love. 


HYMN LXXXVII. 
Commit thy way unto the Lord, c. 


OME, my ſoul, before the Lamb, 
Fall and do him rev'rence; 


Bleſs him for his blood and name, 
Sing his great deliv'rance. 


Why ſhould ſorrow bow thee down, 
3 Trials or temptation ? 

Is not Chriſt upon the throne, 

Still thy ſtrong ſalvation ? 


Caſt thy burdens on the Lord, 
Leave them with thy Saviour ; | 
He (whoſe hands for thee were bor'd) 
Can and will deliver. 


Turn thee to thy reſt, my ſoul, 
Turn thee and diſcover, 
How he yet 1s merciful, 
Turn thee to thy Lover. 


Bluſh that thou haſt him forgot, 
Who can happy make thee: 
Gaze upon him who thee bought, 

Till to him he take thee. 


Leave thine earthly cares behind, 
Mind alone thy Saviour 
Count thou all beſide but wind, 
Trample on it ever. 


HYMN LXXXVIII. The Chriſtian Race. 


WAKE, our ſouls, away our fears, 

Let ev'ry trembling thought be gone, 
Awake and run the heav'nly race, 
And put a cheerful courage on. 
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1 
True, *tis a ſtrait and thorny road, 
And mortal ſpirits tire and faint; | 


But they forget the mighty God, 
Who feeds the ſtrength of ev'ry faint. 


O mighty God, thy matchleſs pow'r, 
Is ever new and ever young; | 
And firm endures, while endleſs years 
Their everlaſting circles run, 


From thee, the overflowing ſpring, 
Believers drink a freſh ſupply ; 

While ſuch as truſt their native ſtrength 
Shall melt away, and droop, and die. 


Swift as an eagle cuts the air, 

Oh, may we mount to thine abode; 
On wings of love to Jeſus fly, 

Nor tire amidſt the heav'nly road. 


HYMN LXXXIX. 
Me love him becauſe he firſt bowed us. 
F him who did falvation bring, 
Lord, may we ever think and ſing; 
Ariſe, ye guilcy, he'll forgive; 
Ariſe, ye needy, he'll relieve. 


Eternal Lord, almighty King, 

All heav'n doth with thy triumphs ring; 
Thou conquer'ſt all beneath above, 
Devils with force, and men with love! 


1 


To cleanſe our fins Chriſt ſhed his blood, 
He dy'd to bring us near to God; 

Let all the world fall down and know 
That none but God ſuch love could ſhew. 


HYMN XC. Preſerving Grace. 
O God the only wile, | 


Our Saviour and our King, 
Let all the faints below the ſkies 
Their humble praiſes bring. 


"Tis his almighty love, 

His counſel and his care, 
Preſerve us ſafe from ſin and death, 

And ev'ry hurtful ſnare. 


He will preſent his ſaints 

Unblemiſh'd and complete, 
Before the glory of his face, 

With joys divinely great. 


Then all the choſen ſeed 

Shall meet around the throne ; 
Shall bleſs the conduct of his grace, 

And make his wonders known. 


To our Redeemer God, 
Wiſdom and pow'r belongs; 
Immortal crowns of majeſty, 
And everlaſting ſongs, 
G 


E 
HYMN XCI. 25 Jeſus Cbriſi. 


"THOU in whom the Gentiles truſt, 
Thou only holy, only juſt, 
Oh tune our ſouls to praiſe thy name; 
Jeſus, unchangeable, the ſame ! | 


If angels, whilſt to thee they ſing, 
Wrap up their faces in their wing, 
How ſhail we finful duſt draw nigh 
The great, the awful Deity ! 

Glory to thee, auſpicious Lamb, 
'Thou holy Lord, thou great I AM! 


With all our pow'r, thy grace we bleſs, 
Our joy, our peace, our righteouſneſs. 
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Live, ever glorious Jeſus, live, 
Worthy all bleſſings to receive! 
Worthy on high enthron'd to ſit, 
With ev'ry power beneath thy feet ! 


HYMN XCII. Unfruitfulneſs, 


ONG have we ſat beneath the ſound 
Of thy ſalvation Lord; 
But Rill how weak our faith is found, 
And knowledge of thy word. 
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Oft we frequent thy holy place, 
Yet hear almoſt in vain ! 

How ſmall a portion of thy grace, 
Do our falſe hearts retain ! 
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Our gracious Saviour and our God, 
How little art thou known, 

By all the judgments of thy rod, 
And bleſſings of thy throne ! 

How cold and feeble is our love, 
How negligent our fear, 

How low our hope of joys above, 
How few affections there 

Great God, thy ſov'reign aid impart, 
To give thy word ſucceſs ; 

Wrate thy ſalvation on each heart, 
And make us learn thy grace. 


Shew our forgetful feet the way 
That leads to joys on high, 

Where knowledge grows without decay, 
And love ſhall never die. 


HYMN XCIII. The Church a Garden. 


ION's a garden wall'd around, 
Choſen and made peculiar ground ; 
A little ſpot, enclos'd by grace, 
Out of the world's wide wilderneſs. 


Like ſpicy trees believers ſtand, 
Planted by an almighty hand: 
And all the ſprings in Z1on flow, 
To make the rich plantation grow. 
Awake, O heav'nly wind, and come, 
low on this garden of perfume; 
Spirit divine, deſcend and breathe 
A gracious gale on plants beneath. 
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Make thou our ſpices flow abroad, 
A grateful incenſe to our God ; 
Let faith, and love, and joy appear, 


© And every grace be active here. 
. HYMN XCIV. Redemption found. 


Horx Lamb, who thee receive, 
Who in thee begin to live, 
Day and night they cry to thee, 
| As thou art, ſo let us be. 


Fix, O fix each wav'ring mind, 
To thy croſs our ſpirits bind; 

' Earthiily paſſions far remove, 

| Swallow up our ſouls in love. 


Duit and aſhes though we be, 


F | Full of guilt and miſery; 
3s } 'Thine we are, thou Son of God, 
7 | Take the purchaſe of thy blood. 
5 Wh | Boundleſs wiſdom, power divine, 
8 | Love unſpeakable are thine ; 

= [| Praiſe to all by thee be giv'n, 

Wy” Siosns of earth and hoſts of heav'n. 


HYMN XCV. 
Complaining of Spiritual Sloth. 
UR drowſy pow'rs, why ſleep ye {02 

Awake, each ſluggiſh ſoul; | 
Nothing has half our work to do, 
Yet nothing's half ſo dull. 
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The little ants for one poor grain 
Labour, and tug, and ſtrive ; 

Yet, we, who have a heav'n t' obtain, 
How negligent we live! 


We, for whom God the Son came down, 
And labour'd for our good, 

How careleſs to ſecure that crown 
He purchas'd with his blood! 


Lord, ſhall we lie ſo ſluggiſh fill, 
And never act our parts? 

Come, holy Dove, from th* heav'nly hill, 
And lit, and warm our hearts. 


Then ſhall our active ſpirits move, 
Upward our ſouls ſhall riſe ; 

With hands of faith and wings of love, 
We'll fly and take the prize. 


HYMN XCVI. 
Chriſt's Righteouſneſs imputed to Beiie vers. 


APP he whoe'er believes 
The embaſſy of peace: 
Who at [eſu's ha nd receives 
'The gift of righteouſneſs: 
God is his ſalvatlon 5 God: 
The Lord is his Almighty ſhield ; 
He with grace ſhall be endow'd, 
And then with glory fill'd. 
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Did the fin of Adam ſlay 

And ruin all his race? 
Jeſus takes our fins away, 

By ſuff ' ring in our place; 
He perform'd what God requir'd, 

And anſwers all the law demands; 
In his righteouſneſs attir'd, 

The true believer ſtands. 


Moſes, at a diſtance, ſaw 

Ihe righteouſneſs divine; 
In the volume of the law 

How clearly doth it ſhine; 
Holy men and prophets old, 

Beheld from far the bleeding lamb, 
Of his righteouſneſs foretold, 

And truſted in the ſame. 


How perverſely did the Jews 
His righteouſneſs diſcard 

Shall we then his love abuſe, 
And ſlight his great reward ? 

Cf the law he is the end, 

And after we have done our beſt, 

On his grace we mult depend, 

And in his merits reſt. 


What a myſtery of love, 
In God's deſigns appears! 
Jeſus coming from above, 
Our fin and tormeat bears: 
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God imputes man's fin to him, = 
Imputes to man his righteouſneſs ; I 
Guilty he doth Chriſt eſteem, Tg 
And guiltleſs us confeſs. N 
HYMN XCII. Is 
God's Condęſcenſion to our Worſhip. 7 


HY favours, Lord, ſurprize our ſouls; 
Will the eternal dwell with us? 
What canſt thou find beneath the poles 
To tempt thy chariot downward thus ? 
Still might he fill his ſtarry throne, 
And pleas'd his ears with Gabriel's ſongs ; 
But lo, the mighty God comes down, 
And bows to hearken to our tongues ! 
Great God, what poor returns we pay, 
For love ſo infinite as thine! 
Words are but air, and tongues but clay ; 
But thy compaſſion's all divine. 


HYMN XCVIII. Te Same. 


re P to the Lord that reigns on high, 
And views the nations from afar, 


Let everlaſting praiſes fly, 
, And tell how large his bounties are. 
a He that can ſhake the worlds he made, 


| Or with his word or with his rod, 
lis goodneſs. how amazing great! 
And what a condeſcending God 
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Our ſorrows and our tears we pour 
Into the boſom of our God 

He hears us in the mournful hour, 
And ſoon removes our heavy load. 


Oh, could our thankful hearts deviſe 
A tribute equal to thy grace! 


To the third heav'n our ſongs ſhould riſe, 
And teach the golden harps thy praiſe. 


HYMN XCIX. 
Ferwency of Devotion deſired. 


OME, Holy Spirit, heav'nly Dove, 


1 With all thy quick'ning pow'rs, 
kindle a flame of facred love 
In theie cold hearts of ours. 


Look how we grovel here below, 
Fond of theie earthly toys; 

Our ſouls how heavily they £0 
To reach eternal joys! 


In vain we tune our formal ſongs, 
In vain we ſtrive to riſe; 

Hotannas languiſh on our tongues, 
And our devotion dies. 


Dear Lord, and ſhall we ever live 
At this poor dying rate? 

Our love ſo faint, ſo cold to thee, 
And thine to us ſo great? 
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Come, Holy Spirit, heav'nly Dove, 
With all thy quick'ning pow'rs ; 


Come ſhed abroad a Saviour's love, 


And that ſhall kindle ours. 
HYMN C. The Same. 


j O praiſe redeeming love, 
Dear chriſtian's lend a voice; 


? Come, thou diviner Dove, 


And help us to rejoice; 
Our hearts too low, 
Lord, thou canſt raiſe; 
Bleſt Spirit, blow, 


And we {hall praiſe. 


Here, Lord, may we admire 
The riches of thy grace! 
Till tnou ſhall call us higher, 
There to behold thy face; 
Oh height of grace! 

Oh depth of love! 

Lord, fit us for 

Our place above. 
Who can thy love expreſs! 
Thy mercy ne'er decays: 
What can our ſouls do leſs 
Than love thee all our days. 

Bleſs God, each ſoul, 
; Ev'n unto death; 
l And write a ſong 
N For ev'ry breath. 
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HYMN Cl. 
Praiſe to God for Creation and Redemption. | 
EI them neglect thy giory, Lord, 

Who never knew thy grace! 

But our load ſongs {hall till record 
The wonders of thy praiſe. 

We raiſe our ſhouts, O God, to thee, 
And ſend them to thy throne; 

All glory to th' united Three, 
The undivided One! 

Twas he, and we'll adore his name, 
That form'd us by his word; 

Tis he reſtores our ruin'd frame 
Salvation to the Lord. 

Hoſanna, let the earth and ſkies 
Repeat the joyful ſound ; 


Rocks, hills, and vales, xrefle& the voice, 
In one eternal roun: 


HYMN CII. 
The Faithfulneſi of God in the Promijes. 
EGIN, my tongue, ſome heav'nly theme, 
oe ſpeak ſome boundleſs thing ; 


nighty works, or mightier name, 


1 
Ihe 


Of our eternal King. 

Tel! of his wondrous faithfulneſs, 
And ſound his pow abroad; 

Sing the ſweet promiſe of his grace, 

And the performing God. 
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Proclaim ſalvation from the Lord, Eon: 
Poor wretched dying men 1 
„His hand hath writ the ſacred word, DB 
With an immortal pen. [En 


Engrav'd, as in eternal braſs, E 
The mighty promiſe ſhines: bs 
Nor can the pow'rs of darkneſs raze 20 
Thoſe everlaſting lines. 
O might J hear thy heav'nly tongue WEE. 
But whiſper, thou art mine 
Thoſe gentle words ſhould raiſe my "OR = 
To notes almoſt divine. Wo 
How would my leaping heart rejoice, _ 
And think my heav*n ſecure! __- 
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Fa truſt the all- creating voice, | 
And faith dehres no more, "HEM 
HYMN CIII. _ 
3 + 


Rejurretion of C prift. = 


LES T morning. whoſe young dawning ray$ _.. 

Beheld our riting God: _—_ 

That ſaw him trium ph o'er the duſt, "4 
And leave his tait abode! 

In the cold priſon of a tomb = 
The dear Redeemer lay, —- 
Till the revolving fkies had brought 9 

The chird, tt? appointed d day, 3 
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Hell and the grave unite their force 
To hold our God in vain; 

The ſleeping conqueror aroſe, 
And burſt their feeble chain. 

To thy great name, almighty Lord, 
Theſe ſacred hours we pay; 

And loud hoſannas ſhall proclaim 

The triumphs of the day. 

Salvation and immortal praiſe 

To our viQtorious king; 

Let heav'n and earth, and rocks and ſeas 

With loud hoſannas ring. 


HYMN CIV. Praiſe to the Redeemer, 
LUNG'D in a gulph of dark deſpair, 


We wretched ſinners lay; 
Without one chearful beam of hope, 
Or ſpark of glimm'ring day. 
With pitying eyes the Prince of Grace 
Beheld our helpleſs grief: 
He ſaw, and O amazing love! 
He ran to our relief. 
Down trom the ſhining ſeats aboye. 
With joyfal haſte he fled ; 
Enter'd the grave in mortal fleſh, 
And dwelt among the dead. 
Oh, for this love let rocks and hills 
Their laſting ſilence break! 
And all harmonious human tongugs 
The Saviour's praiſes ſpeak 
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Angels, aſſiſt our mighty joys, 
Strike all your harps of gold; 

But when you raiſe your higheſt notes, 
His love can ne'er be told. 


HYMN CV. 


Paſſion and Exaltation of Chriſt. 


OME, all harmonious tongues, 
Your nodleſt mufic bring; 
»Tis Chriſt the everlaſting God, 
And Chriſt the man we ſing. 


Tell how he took our fleſh, 
To take away our guilt; 


Sing the dear drops of ſacred blood, 
That helliſh monſters ſpilt. 


Down to the ſhades of death 
He bow'd his awful head : 


Yet he arole to live and reign, 
When death itſelf is dead. 


No more the bloody ſpear, 

The croſs and nails no more: 
For hell it{elf ſhakes at his name, 

And all the heav*ns adore, 


| There the Redeemer ſits, 

High on his Father's throne ; 
'The Father lays his vengeance by, 

And ſmiles upon his Son. 
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HYMN CVI. 
The Glory of Chriſt in Heawen. 
H the delights, the heav'nly joys, 
ue glories of the place, 
Where [eius theds the brighteſt beams 
Of his o'erflowing grace! 
Sweet majeſty and awful love 
Sit ſmiling on his brow; 
And all the glorious ranks above 
At humble diſtance bow. 


His head the dear majeſtic head 
That cruel thorns did wound, 

See what immortal glories ſhine, 
And circle it around! 

This is the Man, th' exalted Man, 
Whom we, unſeen, adore ; 

But when our eyes behold his face, 
Our hearts ſhall love him more. 

Lord, ſet our ſpirits all on fire 
Jo fee thy bleſt abode; 


And tune our tongues to fing the praiſe 
Of our . God 


HYMN CVII. 


Load an him whom they have pierced, & mourn, 
NFINI PF grief, amazing woe! 
Behold our bleeding Lord ; 
Hell and the Jews conſpir 'd his death, 
And us'd the Roman ſword, 
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+ Oh the ſharp pangs of ſmarting pain 

| Our dear Redeemer bore, 

| When knotty whips and ragged thorns _ 

| His ſacred body tore! —— 

But knotty whips and ragged thorns © 
In vain do we accule ; 3 

In vain we blame the Roman bands, Ee 

| And the more ſpiteful Jews. *R 

Twere you, our fins, our cruel fins, FE 

His chief tormentors were ; 


Each of our crimes became a nail, 
And unbelief the ſpear. 

*T'were you that pull'd the veng'ance down, 
Upon his guiltleſs head; 

Break, break our hearts, oh burſt, theſe eyes, 
And let our ſorrow bleed. 

Strike, mighty grace, each flinty ſoul, 
Till melting waters flow, 

And deep repentance drown our eyes, 
In undiſſembled woe. 


4 HYMN CVIII. The Same. 


LAS! and did our Saviour bleed 
And did our Sov'reign die; 
Would he devote that ſacred head 
For ſuch a worm as I ? 
Was it for crimes that I had done 
| He groan'd upon the tree ? 
Amazing pity! grace unknown 


And love bey ond degree! 
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Well might the ſun in darkneſs hide, 
And ſhut his glories in, 
When God, the mighty Maker dy'd 


For man the creature's fn. 


Thus might I hide my bluſhing face, 
While his dear croſs appears: 

Diſſolve my heart in thankfulneſs, 
And melt my eyes to tears. 


But drops of grief can ne'er repay 
The debt of love I owe; 


May I here give myſelf away 


'T1s all that I can do. 


HYMN CIX. The Same. 


S there a thing beneath the ſky 
Can comfort bring or ſatisfy, 
But our dear Saviour's wounds ? 
Here is a ſweet and conſtant peace, 
A treaſure full of richeſt grace, 
All elſe are empty ſounds. 


Attend, my ſoul, ſink down with ſhame, 
Before his face, who only came 
To ſuffer, bleed, and die; 
O think upon thy ſin and guilt, 
For which his precious blood was ſpilt 
Thou didſt him crucify. 


19 
See, thou vile piece of ſinful duſt, 
Thy deareſt Lord ſweat for thy luſt, 
Till drops of blood fall down; 
See how he yonder proſtrate lies, 
Obſerve his mournful prayer and cries, 
Mark ev'ry tear and groan! 


See thy dear Lord drage'd like a thief, 

Amidſt contempt, and ſtripes, and grief, 
For thee a facrifice; 

Faſten'd unto the ſhameful wood, 

Deſpis'd by men, and bath'd in blood ; 


So dear thy ranſom price! 


Lord, didſt thou ſuffer thus for me? 
Didſt thou feel all this miſery, 

To give me life and peace? 
Then let me bear it on my heart, 
My all is purchas'd with thy {mart, 

Thy blood ſigns my relcaſc. 


HYMN CX. Diflinguiſhing Lowe: or, 
puniſhed, and Man Ja ved. 


OWN headlong from the native ſkies, 


The rebel-angels fell; 
And thunderbolts of flami ng wrath 
Purſu'd them deep to hell. 
Down from the top of earthly bliſs 
Rebellious man was hurl'd; 
And Jeſus ſtoop'd beneath the grave, 
To fave a fink: ing world, 
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O love of infinite degree! 
Unmeaſurable grace! 

Mult heav'n's eternal darling die 
To fave a trait'rous race! 

Muſt angels ſink for ever down, 
And burn in quenchleſs fire: 

While God forſakes his ſhining throne, 
To raiſe us wretches higher ? 

Oh for this love let earth and ſkies 
With hallelujahs ring: 

And the full choir of human tongues 
All hallelujahs ſing! 


HYMN CXI. Chrift”s Commiſſion. : 
$£> happy ſouls. approach your God, 


With new melodious ſongs ; 
Come render to almighty grace 
The tribute of your tongues. 
So ſtrange, ſo boundleſs was the love, 
That pity'd dying men, 
The Father ſeat his equal Son, 
To give them life again. 
Thy hands, dear Jeſus, were not arm'd 
Witn a revenging rod; 
No hard commiſſion to perform 
The vengeance of a God. 
But all was mercy, all was mild, 
And wrath forſook the throne, 
When Chriſt on the kind errand came, 
And brought ſalvation down, 
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Here, ſinners, you may heal your wounds, 
And wipe your ſorrows dry; 

Truſt in the mighty Saviour's name, 
And you ſhall never die. 


O deareſt Lord, melt down our ſouls, 
T' accept thine offer'd grace 

Then will we bleſs the Saviour's love, 
And give the Father praiſe, 


HYMN CXII. The Sant. 


AISE your triumphant ſongs 
Jo an immortal tune; 


Let the wide earth reſound the deeds 
Celeſtial grace has done. 


Sing how eternal love 
Its chief beloved choſe; 

And bid him raiſe our wretched race 
From their abyſs of woes, 


His hand no thunder bears, 
No terror clothes his brow z 
No bolts to drive our guilty ſouls 

To fiercer flames below. 


"Twas mercy fill'd the throne, 
- And wrath ſtood filent by, 
When Chriſt was ſent with pardon down, 

Jo rebels doom'd to die, 


. 9 !] 
Now, finners, dry your tears, 
Let hopeleis ſorrows c2afc : 

Bow to the ſceptre of his love, | 
And take the offer'd peace. 
Lord, we obey the call; 

We lay an humble claim 

To the ſalvation thou haſt brought, 

And love and praile thy name. 


HYMN CXIII. 


Behold I ſtand at the Door and knock, Ce. 
E magnify thy grace, O Lord; 
* How plenteouſly haſt thou prepar'd 
A ſupper for thy ſaints ! 
All things are ready, thou haſt aid, 
A table thou haſt richly ſpread, 
Lo anſwer all our wants. 


Now, Lord, allure our fouls to thee; 
O kindly bid us come and ſee, 

And taſte how good thou art: 
Knock with the hammer of thy word, 
Knock by thy pow'rful Spirit, Lord, 

Lord break into each heart. 


Darkneſs and unbelief remove, 

And raviſh all our fouls with love, 
Caſt out the pow'r of fin; 

Jeſus attend our feeble pray'r, 

And for thyſelf our hearts prepare, 
Come in, our Lord, come in. 


1 


Let comfort, love, and joy, and peace 

Let rivers flow, and ſtill increaſe, 
Unto the ocean driven 

Lord, condeſcend to ſup with me, 

And grant I now may ſup with thee, 
And ſup at laſt in heav'n. 


HYMN CXIV. 


Repentance flowing from the Patience of God. 


AND are we wretches yet alive? 
And do we yet rebel! 
*Tis boundleſs, *tis amazing love, 
That bears us up from hell. 


The burden of our weighty guilt, 
Would fink us down to flames; 

And threat'ning vengeance rolls above, 
To cruſh our feeble frames. 


Almighty goodneſs cries, forbear, 
And ſtrait the thunder ſtays ; 

And dare we now provoke his wrath, 
And weary out his grace ? 


Lord, we have long abus'd thy love, 
Too long indulg'd our fin; _ 

O that our hearts may bleed, to ſee 
What rebels we have been. 


No more, our luſts, may ye command, 
No more may we obey ; 

Stretch out, O God, thy conqu'ripg hand, 
And drive cheſe foes away. 
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HYMN CXV. 


Acceſs to the Throne of Grace by a Mediator. 


OME let us lift our joyful eyes 
Up to the courts above; 
And ſmile to ſee our Father there, 
Upon a throne of love. 


Once *twas a ſeat of dreadful wrath, 
And thot devouring flame! 

Our God, appear*d conſuming fre, 
And vengeance was his name. 


Rich were the drops of Jeſu's blood, 
That calm'd his frowning face; 

That ſprinkl'd o'er the burning throne, 
And turn'd the wrath to grace. 

Now we may bow before his feet, 
And venture near the Lord ; 

No fiery cherub guards his ſeat, 


Nor double-flaming ſword. 


The peaceful gates of heav'nly bliſs 
Are open'd by the Son: 

High let us raiſe our notes of praiſe, 
And reach th' almighty throne, 


To thee ten thouſand thanks we bring, 
Great advocate on high; 

And glory to th' eternal king, 

That lays his fury by. 
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HYMN CXVI. 
The Darkneſs of Providence. 


ORD, we adore thy vaſt deſigns, 
Th' obſcure abyſs of providence, 
Joo deep to ſound with mortal lines, 
'Too dark to view with feeble ſenſe. 


Now thou array'ſt thine awful face 

In angry frowns without a ſmile: 

Saints, thro? the cloud, believe thy grace, 
Secure of thy compaſſion ſtill. 

Thro' ſeas and ſtorms of deep diſtrels 
They ſail by faith and not by fight! 
Faith guides them in the wilderneſs, 
Thro' all the dangers of the night. 


Dear Father, if thy lifted rod 

Reſolve to ſcourge us here below, 

Still we muſt lean upon our God, 
Thine arm ſhall bear us ſafely through. 


HYMN CXVIL Te Prizfthood of Chriſt. 


LOOD has a voice to pierce the ſkies, 
Revenge, the blood of Abel cries; 

But the dear ftream, when Chriſt was ſlain, 
Speaks peace as loud from ev'ry vein, 
Pardon and peace from God on high, 
! Behold he lays his veageance by; 
And rebels, that deſerve his ſword, 

| Become the fav'rites of the Lord, 
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To Jeſus let our praiſes riſe, 

Who gave his life a ſacrifice; 

Now he appears before our God, 
And for our pardon pleads his blood. 


HYMN CXVIII. 


The B enefit of Public Ordinances. 


AWAY from ev'ry mortal care, 
Away from earth our ſouls retreat; 

We leave this worthleſs world afar, 

And wait, and worſhip near thy ſeat. 


Lord, in the temple of thy grace 
We ſee thy feet and we adore; 

We gaze upon thy lovely face, 
And learn the wonders of thy pow'r. 
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While here our various wants we mourn, 
United groans aſcend on high; 

And prayer bears a quick return 

Of bleſſings in variety. 


Father, our ſouls would ſtill abide 
Within thy temple, near thy ſide! 
But if cur feet muſt hence depart, 
Still keep thy dwelling in each heart. 


HYMN CXIX. Humiliation. 


ORD, we are vile, conceiv'd in in, 
And born unholy and unclean; 
Sprung from the man whoſe guilty fall 
Corrupts the race, and taints us all, | 


L972 
HYMN CXXXII. For Good Friday. 


| 7 HO hath our Report believ'd ? 
| Shiloh come is not receiv'd, 
Not received by his own ; 
Promis'd Branch, from Root of Jeſſe, 
David's Offspring, ſent to bleſs ye, 
Comes too meekly to be known. 


Tell me, O thou favour'd Nation, 
What is thy fond expectation ? 

Some fair, ſpreading lofty Tree? 
Let not worldly Pride confound thee, 
Mong the lowly Plants around thee, 

Mark the loweſt—that is Hz. 


Blefled be the Pow'r who gave us, 
Freely gave his Son to ſave us, 
Bleſ;?d the Son who freely came 
Honour, Bleſſing, Adoration, 
Ever, from the whole Creation, 
Be to God and to the Lamb! 


HYMN CXXXIII. 
For the Fifth of November. 
H OUT to the Lord, and let our Joys 
f x ) Thro' the whole nation run: 85 
Ye Britiſh Skies, reſound the Noiſe. 
Beyond the riſing Sun. | 
Thee, mighty God, our Souls admire, be 
Thee our glad Voices ling ; | 2 
. And join with the celeſtial Choir, NY 
1o praiſe th? eternal King. 


[ 108 ] : 


Thy Pow'r the whole Creation rules; 
And on the ſtarry Skies 

Sits ſmiling, at the weak Deſigns 
Thine envious Foes deviſe. 


'Thy Scorn derides their feeble Rage, 
And, with an awful Frown, 


Flings vaſt Confuſion on their Plots, 


And ſhakes their Babel down. | 
Almighty Grace defend our Land, "i 

From their malicious Pow'r; | 
Let Britain with united Songs, 

Almighty Grace adore. 


HYMN CXXXIV. | 
For Nexw Year's Day. 
*HE Lord of Earth and Sky, 
The God of Ages praiſe, 
Who reigns enthron'd on high, 
Ancient of endleſs Days; 
Who lengthens out our Trial here, 
And ſpares us yet another Year! 


Barren and wither'd Trees, 
We cumber'd long the Ground; 
No Fruit of Holineſs, 
On our dead Souls was found ; 
Yet doth he us in Mercy ſpare, 
Another, and another Year! 


When Juſtice bare'd the Sword, 
To cut the Fig-tree down, 
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109 ] 
The Pity of our Lord, 


Cry'd, Let it ſtill alone.“ 
The Father mild inclin'd his Ear, 
And ſpares us yet another Year. 


Jeſus, thy ſpeaking Blood, 
From God obtain'd the Grace, 
Who therefore hath beſtow'd, 
On us a longer Space; 
Thou didſt in our Behalf appear, 
And lo, we ſee another Year. 


Then dig about our Root, 
Break up our fallow Ground, 
And let our gracious Fruit, 
To thy great Praiſe abound : 
O let us all thy Praiſe declare, 
And Fruit unto Perfection bear. 


HYMN CXXXV. 
A Song of Praiſe to God from Great Britain. 
ATURE with all her Pow'r ſhall ſing, 
God the Creator, and the King ; 

Nor Air, nor Earth, nor Skies, nor Seas, 
Deny the Tribute of their Praiſe, 
Begin to make his Glories known, 
Ye Seraphs, who ſurround his 'Throne : 


Tune your Harps high, and ſpread the Sound, 


To the Creation's utmoſt Bound. 


All mortal Things of meaner Frame, 
Exert your Force, and own his Name! 
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Whilſt with our Souls and wuh our Voice, 
We ſing his Honours, and our Joys. 


He builds and guard: the Britiſh Throne, 
And wakes it gracious, like his own: 
Makes our ſucceſſive Princes kind, 

And gives our Dangers to the Wind. 


Raiſe monumental Praiſes high, 

To him that thender: tho the Sky; 
The ſtrongeſt Notes trot Angels raiſe, 
Faint in the Worſlüp and the Praiſe. 


HYMN CXXXVI. ; 
For his Maj ; King GEORGE, and Rizal | 


Fe anitly. 


ORD, thou haſt bid thy People pray, 
For all that bear the ſov'reign W 
And thy Vicegerent's Reign; 
Rulers, and Governors, and Pow? IS, 
And lo. in Faith, we pray for ours, 
Nor can we pray in vain. 


er thy choſen Servant guard. 

And cvery threat'nino Danger ward, 
From his anointed Heod ; 

Bid ail his Gricis and Troubles ceaſe, 

And thro' the Path of hcav'nily Peace, 
To Life eternal lead. 

Cover his Enemies with Shame, 


Defeat their dire malicious Aim, 
Their baffled Hopes deſtroy ; 


111 


But ſhow'r on him thy Bleſſings down, 
Crown him with Grace, with Glory crown, 
And everlaſting Joy. 


To hoary Hairs be thou his God, 
Late may he ſee that high Abode, 
Late to his Heav'n remove; 
Of Virtues tull, and happy Days, 
Accounted worthy, by thy Grace, 

To fill a Throne above. 


And when thou doſt his Soul receive, 
O giveus in his Offspring, give 
| Us back our King again; 
| Preſerve them, Providence divine, 
And let the long illuſtrious Line, 
To lateſt Ages reign. 


Secure us, of his Royal Race, 

A man to ſtand before thy Face, 
And exerciſe thy Power; 

With Wealth, Proſperity, and peace, 
ur Nation and our Church to bleſs, 

Tul Time ſhall be no more. 
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HYMN CXXXVII, 


Fer 
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greater Cauſe to bleſs, 


Than we the Children of the King, 
han we who Chriſt poſſeſs? 


Than wwe aue Chriſt paſſess? 


7 han awe v 


50 Chriſt 70 efs P 


HO can have greater Cauſe to fing, 
Who 


With Angel-Hoſts, dear Lamb, we join, 
To praiſe thy Love and Pow'r; 

To magnify thy Grace divine, 
Thou mighty Counſellor, Thou, &c, 


We late were 8 


atan's Captives led, 


And Hell had been our End, 


Had'ſt thou not for our Pardon bled, 


Thou Sinner's only Friend, Thou, &c. 


Nor ſhall our Praiſes ceaſe; 


We evermore will ting that Song, 
The Lord our Kighteouſnels, * The, &c. 


No other Ge we know but thee, 


None elie did us create; 


'Thy Glory may we ever be, 


O hol y Advocate, O holy, &c, 


For this we {till employ our Tongue, 
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"Twas thou, *twas only thou didſt take, 
| The Mediator's Place, 1 
[When we the Father's Statutes brake, ) 5 
f All hail, thou Prince of Peace! All hail, &c, 


We daily prove thee ſtill the ſame, 

| Whene'er our Need we ſee: 

Thou beareſt Riil a Saviour's Name, 
Our Saviour thou ſhalt be! Our, &c. 


| No Law, nor Sin, nor Hell, nor Death, 
| Shall us from thee divide; 

'/ Strongly we hold that precious Faith, 
For us our Saviour dy'd, For us, &c. 


HYMN CAXXVITI. The Pilgrim's Song. 
B ISE, my Soul, and ſtretch thy Wings, 
* 


'Thy Letter Portion trace; 
| Rite "IRA tranittory Things, 
Tow'rds Heaven, thy native Place: 
Sun, and Moon, and Stars decay, 
Time fall ſoon this earth remove; 
Rite, my Soul, and haſte away, 
To Seats prepar'd above. 


Rivers to the Ocean run, 
Nor ſtay in all their Courſe; 
Fire Scending ſeeks the Sun, 
Both ſpeed them to their Source; 
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So a Soul that's born of God, 
Pants to view his glorious Face, 
Upward tends to his Abode, | 
To reſt in his Embrace. | 


Ceaſe, ye Pilgrims, ceaſe to mourn, 
Preis onwards to the Prize; 
Soon our Saviour will return, 
Triumphant in the Skies: 
Yet a Seaſon, and you know, 
Happy Ent'rance will be given; | 
All our Sorrows left below, 
And Earth exchang'd for Heaven. | 


HYMN CXXXIX. Calling 20 fellow Fefuss 


OME, my Father's Family, 
Ye ranſom'd of the Lord; 
Come ye Sinners, who with me, 
Are ev'ry-where abhor'd: 
Let us gladly trace his Steps, 
Who ſuffer'd Death among the Jews, 
Who the friendleſs Soul accepts, 
Whom all beſide refuſe, 


Jeſus the deſpis'd and mean, 
Our Maſter let us own; 
He the Sacrifice for Sin, 
The Saviour he alone: 
Let us take, and bear his Croſs, 
Deipis'd Diiciples let us be; 
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Mock'd and lighted, as he was, 


For you, my Friends, and me. 


None but Fefus will we fing, 
None elſe will we adore : 
He our Prophet, Prieit, and King, 
Shall be tor evermore ; 
None among the heav'nly Pow'rs, 
Nor one on Earth, our Praiſe may claim, 
None but jeſus call we ours, 


None but the bleeding Lamb. 


HYMN CxLII. The Same. 


OME, ye Lovers of the Lamb; 
Join in pubiuhing his Fame; 
Let the whole Society, 
Sing our Saviour's Clemency. 


Who like us ſo favour'd are? 
We the Lord's peculiar Care; 
Ve, the precious Sons of God, 
Dearly purchas'd by his Blood! 


Who can make their Boaſt like us 
Who hath e'er been henour'd thus? 
We can boalt, for we are made, 


Kings and Prieſts 1a Chriſt our Head. 
Jeſus (when we all were poor) 

Oui of Love's eternal Store, 

G le to each of us a Crown, 

Gave us Manfions near his Throne, 
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Neither leave us deſolate, 

While we're in our Pilgrim State; 
Here he talks with us, and we, 
Him by Faith's Perſpective ſee. 
Him we commune with by Pray'rs, 
Well perſuaded he us hears: 

Sure we do not pray in vain, 

He kind anſwers gives again. 


Beſt of Friends the Lord we prove, 
He ne'er changes in his Love; 
Faithful, gracious, good, the ſame, 
Find we is our Lord the Lamb. 


Evermore we ſing to thee, 
High exalted Deity: 

Bleſs we thee, eternal Son, 
Glory be to thee alone. 


HYMN CXLIU. 
Chriſt cur great Melchijedec. 
HOU dear Redeemer, dying Lamb, 
We love to hear of thee; 


No Muſic like thy charming Name, 
Nor half ſo ſweet can be. 


O may we ever hear thy Voice, 
In Mercy to us ſpeak; 

And in our Prieſt will we rejoice, 
Thou great Melchiſedec. 


Our Jeſus ſhall be ſtill our Theme, 
While in this World we ſtay; 


— 
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We'll ſing our Jeſu*s lovely Name, 
When all Things elle decay: 
When we appear in yonder Cloud, 
With all his favour'd Throng, 
Then will we fing more ſweet, more loud, 
And Chriſt ſhall be our Song. 
« 


" HYMN CXLIV, Peace of God's Children: 


OVING Saviour, Prince of Peace, 

| Author of our Unity, 

| Making Wars and Jarrings ceaſe, 

' Cauſing Men, tho? Foes, t' agree, 
Kindly rule in us; 

Make us happily go on, 

Helping each to bear his Croſs, 

Stedfaſt till our Work is done, 


Let us, like a Flock of Sheep, 

Cloſe together perſevere, 
True by one another keep, 
Each eſteeming very dear, 

All together move: 

Truly ſubject be the whole, 

Bound in Bands of trueſt Love, 
One in heart, in Mind, and Soul. 


May we all one Faith maintain, 
One ſole Doctrine witneis too, 
Chriſt the Lord our God was ſlain, 
*Slain for us, and this is true, 
He will our dear Portion be, 


[11 1 
1 He who on Mount Calv'ry dy'd, | 
Jeſus, Jeſus, only he. | 


Wit Strive we who ſhall love thee moſt, 

| Who ſhall molt in Faith excel; | 
Who can of the Saviour boaſt, = 
Who can molt of Jeſus tel]: 


[f | This employ us all, 

lt Daily this contend we for; 

1 Daily 'till the Lamb ſhall call, 

nt! Proſp'ring daily more and more, 
[118 
[ Let us Hand in Hand proceed, | 


| Little loving Children be, 

Il | Dead to Sin, to all Things dead, 
| But alive, dear Lamb, to thee; 
| So continue firm; 

| While beneath us thou wilt lay, 

| Thy eternal out- ſtretch'd Arm, 

| ”Fill we wake in endleſs Day. 


* HYMN CXLV. 
Sitting under ChriſPs Shadow, 


LOOD of Jeſu's Wounds, how good, 
Sounds it in our Ears and Heart! 

{11 Nothing, ſurely, like that Blood, 

tf Can ſuch ſolid Bliſs impart; 

1 Oh 'tis moſt divine! 

Weary Sinners hither fly, 

Laden with their crimſon Sin, 

[1185 This blots out the dreadful Dye! 
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You who have the Law obey'd, 
You who Righteouſneſs t attain, 
Earneſtly by Works aſſay d, | 
But have found your Strife in vain ; 
Turn you to Chriſt's Blood, 
Thither look, and you no more, 
Shall lament an abſent God, 
Or your dreadful ſtate deplore. 


Whoſo after Reſt inquires, 
Let him to this Blood approach; 
Whoſo truly Peace deſires, 
Jeſu's Blood affordeth much; 
Be perſuaded then; 
Lift ye up your downcaſt Eyes, 
See the Saviour bleeding, ſlain; 
There thy Reſt, poor Sinner, lies. 
Here may we take up our Place, 1 
Here for ever happy be; - 
Here wrap up our bluthing Face, 7 
Seeking nought beſide to ſee; : 
Here we now fit down, 


.* Truſting in his Blood, and prove pF 


What the Lord for us hath done; | 3 


Who can fully tell his Love! = 
HYMN CXLVI. 7: Deum, or Song of 2 


4 Praiſe. DItiALOGUE. 
: W E ſing to thee, thou Son of God, 


Who ſav'd us by thy Grace; 


Me praiſe thee, Son of Man, wwheje Blood 2 
* Redeem'd onr fallen Race. * 
4 L H 
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We thee acknowledge God and Lord, 
Father ere Time began ; | 
1 hou art by Head'n and Earth ador'd, 
Werthy o'er both to reign, 


To thee all Angels cry aloud, 

Thro' Heav'n's exter.ded Coaſts ; 
Hail, holy, holy, holy God 

Of all immortal Hoſts / 
The Cherubim and Seraphim, 

Are always praiſing thee ; 
1 he Worlds, and all the Powys therein, 

Adore thy Majeſty. 
The Prophet's goodly Fellowſhip, 

In milky Garments dreſs'd, 
Praiſs thee, thou holy God, and reap 

1 he Fulneſs of thy Reſt, 


Th' Apoftles' glorious company, 
Thy righteous Praiſe proclaim 
7 he martyr'd Army glorify 
{ hy everlaſting Name. 
Thro' all the World thy Churches join, 
T' acknowledge thee the Head; 
Father of Majeſty divine, 
Who ev ry Poor haſt made. 
Alſo thy true and only Son, 
Thy family confeſs; 
King of thy Saints, to us made knowny 
Le Lord our Righteouſucſs, 


> 1 
Alſo the Holy Ghoſt we praiſe, 
The Spirit of the Lord, 
2e Comforter, wheſe kindling Rays, 
Our dying Souls reftor'd. 
HYMN CXLVII. 
Holy Strife in Praiſing Chriſt. 
ISE, O ye Seed of David, riſe, 
Daughters of Zion, ſing ; 


Up, Sons of Jacob, Feſus praiſe, 
Salute th* auſpicious King. 


Our Souls ariſe, and may our Tongue 
Be tun'd to praiſe the Lamb ; 
So ready be our ranſom'd Throvg, 
1o magnify his Name. 
V hy ſtay we then? the Lord extol; 
Zion, break forth in Praiſe ; 
Join ev*ry heaw'nly-minded Scul, 
In pure ſeraphic Lays. 
Open, ye everlaſting Doors, 
Divide ye Gate» of Bliſs, 
We wvith Dominion, 1 hrones, and Poxur z, . 
Praiſe Chrift our Righpteouſueſs. 
HYMN CXLVIII. The Same. 
E T us, the Sheep by Jeius nam'd, 
Our Shepherd's Mercy bleſs; 
Let us, whom Teſus hath redeem' d, 
She to forth our 7 hankfulneſs. 
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Not unto us, to thee alone, 
Bleſs'd Lamb be Glory giv'n; 

Here fball thy Praiſes be begun, 
But carry'd on in Heavy n. 

The Hoſts of Spirits now with thee, 
Eternal Anthems ſing, 

Lo imitate them here, lo! we 
Our Hallelij ales bring. 

Had we our Tongues like their's inſpir'd, 
Like theirs our Songs ſhould riſe, 

Like them, aue never ſhould be tir'd, 
But love the Sacrifice. 


Till we the Veil of Fleſh lay down, 
Accept our weaker Lays ; 

And <yhen, O Lord, we reach thy Throne, 
Well join in nobler Praiſe, 


HYMN CXLIX. 
Pilgrim's Hymn. A DiaLOGUE. 
ELL us, O Women, we would know, 
Whither ſo faſt ye move? 
We, call'd to leade the World below, 
Are ſeeking one above. 
Whence came ye, ſay, and what the Place, 
That ye are trav'lling from? 
From Tribulation wwe, thro" Grace, 
Are now returning home. 
Is not your native Country here? 
Like you not this Abode ? 
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Ne ing thy Gries, thou Son of God, 


1231 1 

W: ſeek a better Country far, 5 5 
A City built by God. WES - 
Thither we travel, nor intend, 2 
Short of that Bliſs to reſt; 1 


Nor <ve, ®till in the Sinners Friend, 
Our weary Souls are blofs d. 


Friends of the Bridegroom we ſhall reign, 
Saviour, we aſk no more; 

Hail, Lamb of God, for Sinners flain, 
Whom Hleav'n and Earth adore ! 


HYMN CL. Reſting under the Croſs. 


HILDREN of Iſrael, ſee what Shade, 
The Croſs doth us afford; 
It æuas for weary Itav'llers made, 


We thank thee for it, Lord. 


Awhile fit down and we']] prepare, 
To ſing his worthy Fame; 
ho to redeem us ſojourn'd here, 


Chriſt Teſs is his name. 


We ſing thy Suff' rings, Wounds, and Blood, 
'The Virtue of thy Pain; 


7 hou Lamb for Sinners ſlain. 1 | 
We hail thee, thou, by Jews revil'd, 
To thee we bow the Knee: 
Hail! very God, the promis Child, | | 
7 he Prophets Jang of thee. 
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Winle others praiſe an unknown God, 
We each will ſing of thee; 
JFeſus has wall d me in his blood, 
And liv'd and dy*d for me. 


HYMN CLI. General Praiſe to Chriff, 
NCE flaughter'd, now exalted Lamb, 


We ling to thy eternal Name, 
The whole Aſſembly join: 
To yonder Harper's Harp we tune 


Our ſolemn Songs, and round the Throne, 


We ſing the Man divine. 
Our poor unmeet Society, 


Mix with che happy Company 
Of Chriſtians gone before; 

And as they bleſs Meſſiah's Blood, 

We imitate their Song, and God, 
The holy Lamb adore. 

Brethren and Siſters all agree 

To fing he liv'd and dy'd for me; 
J thank him for his Grace; 

Qui ckly thy Chariot, Lord, ſend down, 
Jo hear us to the wiſh'd r Tune, 
Where we may ſee thy Face. 


Or if thou here would'ſt have us ſtay 
A longer Space, lo! we obey; 
Quly let us be {ure 
That Heav'n is ours, die when we will, 
And let thy Spirit "a with us ſtill, 
And we'll deſire no more, 
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HYMN CLII, 


Privileges of God's Children, 
LESSED are the Sons of God, 


'They are ranſom'd from the Grave, 
Life eternal they ſhall have. 


God did love them in his Son, 


Long before the World begun; 


They the Seal of this receive, 

When on Jeſus they believe. 

They are juſtify'd by Grace, 

They enjoy a ſolid Peace; 

All their Sins are waſh'd away, 

They ſhall ſtand in God's great Day, 


They produce the Fruits of Grace, 
In the Works or Rightcoulneis ;; 
They are harmleſs, meet, and mild, 
Holy, humble, undefil'd. 


They are Lights upo2 the Earth, 
Children of a heav*niy Birth; 
Born of God, they hate all Sin, 
God's pure Seed remain within, 
They have fellowſhip with God, 
Thro' the Mediator's Blood; 
One with God, with jeſus one, 
Glory is in them began. 

Tho” they ſuffer much on Earih, 


They are bought with Jzſus' Blood; 


Strangers quite to this World's Mirth 
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Yet they have an inward Joy, 
Pleaſures which can never cloy. 


They alone are truly bleſt, 

Heirs of God, Joints-heirs with Chriſt ; 
With them number'd may we be, 
Here, and in Eternity! 


HYMN CLIII. 


Peace of Chriſtianity, A Diatocues 
O Pilgrims (if ye Pilgrims be), 
We want to join with you: 
Poor Chriftian-Travellers are cue, 
To Canaan's Land we go. 


No Peace (tho? we have fought) we find, 


In any Country here; 

Tas therefore we left all behind, 
Wealth, Name, and Character. 

We ne'er ſuch Pleaſure knew before, 
As now in him we know : 

Pence ( ſince our Saviour's Croſs awe bore} 
Like Rivers in us flow. 

Let others then delight them here, 
Their Trifles we deſpiſe : 

The heawnly Kingdom awe prefer, 
The Bliſs of Paradiſe. 

Then joyful let us journey on, 
To certain Reſt above; 

Singing to him on youder Throne 
Of free electing Love. 
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[ 127 } 
HYMN CLIV. 
Glorifying God in Chriſt. DiaLocue, 


RETHREN, fing—'tis right ye ſhou'd 
Sing our Saviour's precious Blood; 
Daughters of Feruſalem, 
Fein we willingly the Theme. 
Shout for Joy, ye happy Men, 
Lo, for you the Lamb was ſlain! 
Highly favour d Women, praiſe 
Jeſus in celeſtial Lays. 
Hail, Redeeming Lamb, who late 
Suffer'd Death without the Gate; 
Hail] for by thy Death and Croſs. 
Dou haſt purchas'd Heav'n for ut. 


None but Jeſus will we ſing, 
None but Jeſus, Iſr'el's King; 
None but Teſus will we laud, 
None but Chrift our Lord and God. 
Worthy, holy Lamb, art thou, 
Praiſe to have, and Honour too; 
W orthy thou of Bliſs and Pow'r, 
Now, henceforth, and evermore. 


HYMN CLV. Heavenly Foy on Earth, 


OME, we that love the Lord, 
And let our Joys be known; 
Join in a Song of ſweet Accord, 
And thus ſurround the Throne. 
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The Sorrows of the Mind, 

Be baniſh'd from this Place; 
Religion never was deſign'd, 

To make our Pleaſures leſs. 


The Men of Grace have found, 
Glory begun below; 

Celeſtial Fruits on earthly Ground, 
From Faith and Hope may grow. 
The Hill of Zion yields, 

A thouſand ſacred Sweets ; 

Before we reach the heav'nly Fields, 
Or walk the golden Strects, 


Then let our Songs abound, 
And ev'ry Tear be dry, | 

We're marching thro? Immanue!'s Ground, 
To fairer Worlds on high. 


HYMN CLVI. 
The Wiſdom of God, Fooliſpneſi with Men. 


SAVIOUR, thou thy Myſteries 
() Haſt often cover'd from the Wile, 
And Babes thy Glory ſhew'd; 
Thy Wiſdom far ſurpaſſes all 
That ſtudious Mortals Wiſdom call, 
Thou holy Lamb of God. 


The nat'ral Man can't right conceive 


The glorious Things which we believe, 
How thou did'ſt us redeem); 
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The Things thy Spirit teaches us, 
The Mcrits of thy Blood and Croſs, 
Are Fooliſhneſs to him. 


They this World's Wiſdom ſeek and gain, 
That Wiſdom which thou calleſt vain, 
But ah, are Strangers ſtill 
To that which makes our Spirits wiſe, 
And ſets before our waiting eyes, 
What is our Saviour's Will. 


Thrice happy then are we who prove, 
The Peace of God, his Truth, and Love, 
Things freely to us giv'n: 
Theſe Earneſts are of greater Bliſs, 
The Earneſt of that Happineſs, 
Which we ſhall have in Heav'n. 


HYMN CLVII, The Triumph of Faith, 


EAD of the Church triumphant, 
We joyfully adore thee: 
Till thou appear, thy Members here, 
Shall ſing like thoſe in Glory 
We lift our Hearts and Voices, 
With bleſt Anticipation ; 
And cry aloud, and give to God, 
The Praiſe of our Salvation, 
While in Affliction's Furnace, 
And paſſing through the Fire, 
Thy Love we praiſe, which knows our days, 
And ever brings us nigher, 


Ws FS 2 
We clap our Hands, exulting 
In thine almighty Favour ; 
'The Love Divine, which made us thine, 
Shall keep us thine for ever, 


Thou doſt conduct thy People, 
Thro' Torrents of Temptation; 
Nor will we fear, whiiſt thou art near, 
The Fire of Tribulation; 
The World, with Sin and Satan, 
In vain our March oppoſes; 
By thee we ſhall break through them'all, 
And ling the Song of Moſes, 


By Faith we ſee the Glory, 
To which thou ſhalt reſtore us; 
The Croſs deſpiſe, for that high Prize, 
Which thou haſt ſet before us; 
And it thou count us worthy, 
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We, each, as dying Stephen, 
Shall ſee thee ſtand, at God's right hand, | 
To take us upto Heav'n. U 


H YM N CLVIII. Tie Same. 


RJOICE, the Lord is King ; [ 
Your Lord and King adore; 
Mortals, give Thanks and ker 5 
And triumph evermore; | 
1 Lift up your Heart, lift up your Voice, 13 
5 1 Rejoice, again I ſay, rejoice, | 
| i: 
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* You who have the Law obey” d, 
You who Righteouſneſs t attain, 
Earneſtly by Works aſſay'd, 
But have found your Strife in vain; 
c 'Turn you to Chriſt's Blood, 
Thither look, and you no more, 
Shall lament an abſent God, 
Or your dreadful itate deplore. 


3 Wholo after Reſt inquires, 
Let him to this Blood approach 
Whoſo truly Peace deſires, 
Jeſu's Blood affordeth much; 
Be perſuaded then ; 
Lift ye up your downcaſt Eyes, 
See the Saviour bleeding, ſlain; ; 
There thy Reft, poor Sinner, lies. 
Here may we take up our Place, 
Here for ever happy be; 
| Here wrap up our bluthing Face, 
| Secking nought beſide to 1e e; 
| Here we now fit down, 
FTruſting in his Blood, and prove 
What the Lord for us hath done; 
Who can fully tell his Love! 
JHYMN CXLVI. 7e Deum, er Song of 
Praiſe. Dialocue. 
WE ſing to thee, thou Son of God, 
| Who ſav'd us by thy Grace; 
We praiſe thee, Son of Man, whoſe Biozd 
Redeem' d onr fallen — 
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We thee acknowledge God and Lord, 
Father ere Time began ; 

Thou art by Heaw'n and Earth ador'd, 
Worthy oer both to reign, 


To thee all Angels cry aloud, 
Thro' Heav'n's extended Coaſts ; 
Hail, holy, holy, holy God 
Of all immortal Haſts ! 


The Cherubim and Seraphim, 
Are always praiſing thee ; 

7 he Worlds, and all the Pow? rs 3 
Adore thy Majeſty. 


The Prophet's goodly Fellowſhip, 
In milky Garments dreſs'd, 

Praiſe thee, thou holy God, and reap 
The Fulneſs of thy Reſt 


TH Apoſtles? glorious company, 
Thy righteous Praiſe proclaim; 
T he martyr 'd Army glorify 
7hy everlaſting Name. 


Thro' all the World thy Churches join, 
T' acknowledge thee the Head; 


Father of vlajeſty Ui. Dine, 
Il ho ery Powr haſt made. 

Alto thy true and only Son, 

"Thy family confels ; 

King of thy Saints, to us made rnowny 
{ve Lord our Righteouſneſss 
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Alſo the Holy Ghoſt we praiſe, 5 
The Spirit of the Lord, 
The Comforter, <vhoſe kindling Rays, 
Our dying Souls reſtor'd. 
HYMN CXLVII. 
Holy Strife in Praiſing Chrift. 
ISE, O ye Seed of David, riſe, 
Daughters of Zion, ſing ; | 
Up, Sons of Facob, Jeſus praiſe, | 
Salute th auſpicious King. 
Our Souls ariſe, and may our Tongue 
Be tun'd to praiſe the Lamb; 
So ready be our ranſom' d Throng, 
"Jo magnify his Name, 
V hy ſtay we then? the Lord extol; . 
Zion, break forth in Praiſe; | 
Join ew' ry heavnly-minded Soul, | 
In pure ſeraphic Lays, 
Open, ye everlaſting Doors, | 
Divide ye Gates of Blils, | 
We with Dominion, { krones, and Poor's, 1 
Praiſe Chrift our Righteonſueſß. 
HYMN CXLVIII. The Same. 
| E T us, the Sheep bv Jeſus nam'd, 
| Our Shepherd's Mercy bleſs; 
Let us, whom Jeſus hath redeem'd, 


Shexw forth our 1 hankfulneſs. 


3 


N — - * 


9 P _ 


* Bs . "Ws = i F 3 3 = 
1 N . A n n 8 1 * 
1 8 0 n e A ® ILY 2 9 = 
* 5 8 3 * 1 8 2 ag 1 N 3 
o 2 Nw 4 


1 
Not unto us, to thee alope, 
Bleſs'd Lamb be Glory giv'n; 
Here ball thy Pruiſes be begun, 
But carry'd on in Heav n. 
The Hoſts of Spirits now with thee, 
Eternal Anthems ſing, 
Zo imitate them here, lo! we 


Our ailelujahs bring. 


Had we our Tongues like their's inſpir d, 
Like theirs our Songs ſhould rile, 
Like them, aue never ſhould be tir'd, 
But love the Sacrifice. 


Till we the Veil of Fleſh lay down, 


Accept our weaker Lays ; 
And whe en, O Lord, we rea * thy Throne, 
Well join in nobler Praiſe, 


H'YMN CXLIX. 
Pilgrim's Hymn, A DiaLloGuE. 
ELL us, O Women, we would know, 
Whither ſo fait ye move? 
We, calPd to leave the World below, 
Are ſeeking one above. 
Whence came ye, ſay, and what dis Place, 
That ye are trav'lling from? 


From Tiibulation wwe, thro) Gr aces 


Are now returning home. 


Js not your native Country here? 
Like you not this Abode ? 
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Ne ſeek a better Country far, 
A City built by God. 

| TT hither we travel, nor intend, 

| Short of that Bliſs to reſt; 

Nor cue, till in the Sinners Friend, 
Our weary Souls are Bleſi'd. 


Friends of the Bridegroom we ſhall reign, 
Saviour, we aſk no more; ; 

Hail, Lamb of God, for Sinners ſlain, 
Whom Heauw'n and Earth adure ! 


HYMN CL. Reſting under the Creofe. 


HILDREN of Iſrael, ſee what Shade, 
The Croſs doth us afford; 
Ii was for weary Trawllers made, 


We thank thee for it, Lord. 


Awhile fit down and we'll prepare, 
To ſing his worthy Fame ; 
Who to redeem us ſojourn'd here, 
Chriſt Feſus is his name, 
We ſing thy Suff' rings, Wounds, and Blood, 
The Virtue of thy Pain; 
We Ang thy Grief, thou Son of God, 
| I hou Lomb fer Sinners ſlain. _ Iv 
We hail thee, thou, by Jews revil'd, 2 
To thee we bow the Knee: = 
| Hail! very Gad, the promis'd Child, 
J he Prophets Jang of thee. 


* 
e D DB 5 WOES 
Dr a R 1 een. E 3 


ü — — 


[ I 2 * ] /# 
While others praiſe an unknown God, | 
We cach will fling of thee ; 
Jeſus has wwa'd'd me in his blood, 
And liv'd and dy'd for me. 
HYMN CLI. General Praiſe to Chriff, 
N ſlaughter'd, now exalted Lamb, 
We ting to thy eternal Name, 
The whole Aitembly Join: 
To yonder Harper's Harp we tune 
Our ſolemn $ Songs, and round the Throne, 
We ſing the Man divine. 


Our poor unmeet Society, 5 
Mix with the happy Company | 
Of Chriſtians gone before; 1 
And as they bleſs Meſſiah's Blood, N 
We imitate their Song, and God, 
The holy Lamb adore. 


Brethren and Siſters all agree 
'To ling he liv'd and dy'd tor me; 
I thank kim for his Grace; 5 
Quickly thy Chariot, Lord, ſend down, 
To hear us to the wiſh'd for-Throne, | 
Where we may ſee thy Face. | 
Or if thou here would'ſt have us ſtay 
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A longer Space, lo! we obey; 

O1 ly ! et us be {ure 
That Heav'n is ours, die when we will, 
And let thy Spirit be with us fill, 

And we'll dehire no more, 
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HYMN CLI. 


Privileges of God's Children. 
LESSED are the Sons of God, 


They are bought with: Jeſus? Blood; 


They are ranſom'd from the Grave, 


Life eternal they ſhall have. 


God did love them in his Son, 
Long before the World begun; 
They the Scal of this rec:ive, 
When on Jeſus they believe. 
They are juſtify'd by Grace, 
They enjoy a ſolid Peace; 


All their Sins are waſh'd away, | 
They ſhall ſtand in God's great Day, 


They produce the Fruits of Grace, 
In the Works of Righteouſneſs ; 
They are harmleſs, mech, and mild, 
Holy, humble, undefil'd. 

They are Lights upon the Earth, 
Children of a heav'n y kirth; 

Born of God, they hate all Sin, 
God's pure Seed remain within. 
They have fellowſhip with God, 
Thro' the Mediator's Blood; 

One with God, with Jeius one, 
Glory is in them begun, 

Tho” they ſuffer much on Earth, 
Strangers quite to this World's Marth; 
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Yet they have an inward Joy, 
Pleaſures which can never cloy. 


They alone are truly bleſt, 

Heirs of God, Joints-heirs with Chriſt; 
Wich them number'd may we be, 
Here, and in Eternity! 


H YM N CLIII. 


Peace of Chriſtianity, A DiaLoGUEs 
O Pilgrims (if ye Pilgrims be), 
We want to join with you; 
Poor Chriftian-Travellers are we, 
To Canaan's Land we go. 


No Peace (tho? we have fought) we find, 
In any Country here; 

*Fevas therefore wwe left all behind, 
Wealth, Name, and Character. 

We ne'er ſuch Pleaſure knew before, 
As now in him we know : 

Peace ( fince our Saviour's C roſs we bore ) 
Like Rivers in us flow. 

Let others then delight them here, 
Their Trifles we deſpite : 

The heuv'nly Kingdom we prefer, 
The Bliſs of Paradiſe. 

Then joyful let us journey on, 
To certain Reſt above; 

Singing to him on ponder { hrone 

rec electing Love. 
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HYMN CLIV. 
Ghorifying God in Chriſt. DiaLocue, 


RETHREN, fing—tis right ye ſhou'd 
Sing our Saviour's precious Blood; 
Daughters of Feriſulem, 
Join we willingly the Theme, 
Shout for Joy, ye happy Men, 
Lo, for you the Lamb was ſlain! 
Highly favour' d Women, praiſe 
Jeſus in celeſtial Lays. 


Hail, Redeeming Lamb, who late 
Suffer'd Death without the Gate; 
H ail ! for by thy Death and Croſs. 
Thou haſt purchas'd Heawn for us. 


None but Jeſus will we ſing, 
None but Jeſus, Iſr'el's King 
None but Feſus will aue laud, 
None but Chriſt our Lord and God. 


Worthy, holy Lamb, art thou, 
Praiſe to have, and Honour too; 
WI orthy thou of Bliſs and Powr, 


Now, henceforth, and evermore. 


HYMN CLV. Heavenly Foy on Earth, 


OME, we that love the Lord, 
And let our Joys be known; 
Join in a Song of ſweet Accord, 


And thus ſurround the Throne. 
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J The Sorrows of the Mind, 
5 Be baniſh'd from this Place; 
E Religion never was deſign'd, 


To make our Pleaſures leſs. 


'The Men of Grace have found, 
Glory begun below; 

Celeſtial Fruits on earthly Ground, 
From Faith and Hope may grow. 
'The Hill of Zion yields, 

A thouſand ſacred Sweets; 
Before we reach the heav'nly Fields, 
Or walk the golden Streets, 


Then let our Songs abound, 

And ev'ry Tear be dry, 

We're marching thro' Immanuel's Ground, 
To fairer Worlds on high. 


HYMN CLVI. 
The Wiſdom of God, Fooliſhneſs with Men. 


SAVIOUR, thou thy Myſteries 
Haſt often cover'd from the Wiſe, 
And Babes thy Glory ſhew'd; 
Thy Wiſdom far ſurpaſſes all 
That ſtudious Mortals Wiſdom call, 
Thou holy Lamb of God. 


The nat'ral Man can't right conceive 
The glorious Things which we believe, 
How thou did'ſt us redeem; 
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And cry aloud, and give to God, 
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The Things thy Spirit teaches us, 
The Merits of thy Blood and Croſs, 
Are Fooliſhneſs to him. 


They this World's Wiſdom ſeek and gain, 
That Wiſdom which thou calleſt vain, 
But ah, are Strangers ſtill 
To that which makes our Spirits wiſe, 
And ſets before our waiting eyes, 
What is our Saviour's Will. 


Thrice happy then are we who prove, 
The Peace of God, his Truth, and Love, 
Things freely to us giv'n: 
Theſe Earneſts are of greater Bliſs, 
The Earneſt of that Happineſs, 
Which we ſhall have in Heav'n. 


HYM N CLVII. The Triumph of Faith. 


EAD of the Church triumphant, 
We joyfully adore thee: 
Till thou appear, thy Members here, 
Shall ſing like thoſe in Glory; 
We lift our Hearts and Voices, 
With bleſt Anticipation ; 


The Praiſe of our Salvation. 


While in Affliction's Furnace, 
And paſling through the Fire, 
Thy Love we praiſe, which knows our days, 
And ever brings us nigher, 
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We clap our Hands, exulting 
In thine almighty Favour; 
The Love Divine, which made us thine, 
Shall keep us thine for ever. 


Thou doſt conduct thy People, 
Thro' Torrents of Temptation; 
Nor will we fear, whilſt thou art near, 
Tne Fire of Tribulation; 
The World, with Sin and Satan, 
In vain our March oppoſes; 
By thee we ſhall break through them all, 
And ſing the Song of Moſes. 


By Faith we ſee the Glory, 
To which thou ſhalt reſtore us; 
The Croſs deſpiſe, for that high Prize, 


Which thou haſt ſet before us; 
And if thou count us worthy, 1 
We, each, as dying Stephen, '# 
Shall ſee thee ſtand, at God's right hand, # 


To take us up to Heav'n. 


HYMN CLVIII. The Same. 


RJOICE, the Lord is King ; | 

Your Lord and King adore; 4 

Mortals, give Thanks and ſing, 2 
And triumph evermore; 3 

Lift up your Heart, lift up your Voice, J 
Reoice, again J ſay, rejoice, | 
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Jeſus the Saviour reigns, 
The God of truth and love; 
When he had purg'd our ſtains, 
He took his ſeat above: Lift up, Cc. 
His kingdom cannot fail, 
He rules o'er earth and heav'n; 
The keys of death and hell | 
Are to our Jeſus givin: Lift up, Qc. 
He ſits at God's right hand, 
Till all his foes ſubmit, 
And bow to his command, 5 
And fall beneath his feet: Lift up, &c. 
Rejoice in glorious hope, 
jeſus the judge ſhall come, 
And take his ſervants up 
To their eternal home: 
We ſoon ſhall hear the archangel's voice, 
The trump of God ſhall ſound, Rejoice} 


HYMN C LIX, 
Little Children, love one anather, 


GIVER of concord, Prince of Peace, 
Meek lamb-like Son of God, 

Bid our unruly paſſions ceaſe, 
And quench them with thy blood. 

Us into cloſeſt union draw, ö 
And in our inward parts 

Let kindneſs ſweetly write her law, 
Let love command our hearts. 
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O let thy love our hearts conſtrain, 
Jeſus, the crucify'd, 

What haſt thou done our hearts ro gain? 
Languiſh'd, and groan'd, and dy'd! 
Who would not now purſue the way, \ 

Where Jeſu's footſteps ſhine ? 
Who would not own the pleaſing ſway 
Of charity divine? | 
O let us find the ancient way, 
Our wond'ring foes to move; 
And force the heathen world to ſay, 
(e See how theſe chriſtians love!“ 


HYMN CLX. | 
The Communion of Saints. Part I, | 


OME, and let us ſweetly join, 

” Chriſt to praiſe in hymns divine: 
Give we all, with one accord, | 
Glory to our common Lord : | 
Strive we, in affection ſtrive, 

Let the purer flame revive, 

Such as in the martyrs glow'd, 
Dying champions for their God, 
Sing we then in Jeſu's name, 
Now, as yeſterday, the ſame : 
One in ev'ry age and place, 

Full of love, of truth, and grace! 3 
Chriſt is now gone up on high, 6 
(Thither may our wiſhes fly), 24% 
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Sits at God's right hand above, 
There with him we reign in love. 


HYMN CLXI. Part II. 


Partners of a glorious hope, 

Lift your hearts and voices up: 
Jointly let us riſe and fing 
Chriſt our Prophet, Prieſt, and King. 
Monuments of Jeſu's grace, 
Speak we by our lives his praiſe 
Walk in him we have receiv'd, 
Shew we've not in vain believ'd. 


While we walk with God in light; 
God our hearts doth ſtill unite ; 
Deareſt fellowſhip we prove, 
Fellowſhip of Jeſu's love, 

Sweetly each with each combin'd, 
In the bonds of duty join'd, 

Feels the cleanſing blood apply'd, 
Daily feels that Chriſt hath dy'd. 


Still, O Lord, our faith increaſe, 
Cleanſe from all unrighteouſneſs ; 
Thee th' unholy cannot ſee ; 
Make, O make us meet for thee ! 
Ev'ry vile affection kill: 

Free our ſouls from every ill; 
Conquer every inbred fin, 

Write thy law of love within, 
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Hence may all our actions flow, 
Love the proof that Chriſt we know ; 
Mutual love the token be, 
Lord, that we belong to thee : 
Love, thy image, love impart, 
Stamp it fully on each heart ; 
Only love to us be giv'n, 
Lord, we aſk no other heav'n. 


HYMN CLXIL Part III. 


FATHER, Son, and Spirit, hear 
Faith's effeQual fervent pray'r; 

Hear, and our petition ſeal, 

Let us now the anſwer feel; 

Myſtically one with thee, 

Tranſcript of the Trinity; 

'Thee let all our nature own, 

One n Three, and Three in One. 

Build us in one body up, 

Call'd in one high calling's hope ; 

One the ſpirit whom we claim, 

One the pur baptiſmal flame; 

One the faith, tl. common Lord, 

One the Father lives ador'd, 

Over, through, and in us all, 

God, incomprehenſible! 

One with God, the ſource of bliſs, 

Ground of our communion thas ; 

Life of all that live below, 

Let thy emanations flow ; 


L 135 |] 
Riſe eternal in our heart; 
Thou our only Eden art; 
Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
Be to us what Adam loſt; 


HYMN CLXIII. Part IV. 


HUSBAND of thy church below, 
Chriſt, if thee our Lord we know, 


Unto thee betroth'd in love, 
Always faithful let us prove 
Never rob thee of our heart, 
Never give the creature part; 
Only thou poſſeſs the whole, 
Take our body, ſpirit, ſoul. 
—_— let us cleave to thee, 
ove the myſtic union be; 
Union to the world unknown; 
Join'd to God, in ſpirit one; 
Wait we till the ſpouſe ſhall come, 
Till the Lamb ſhall take ug home; 
For his heav'n the bridę epare; 
Solemnize our nuptials Mre. 
Let it hence to all bę known 
Thou art with thy Father one? 
One with him in us be ſhew'd, 
Very God of very God; 
Sent our ſpirits to unite, 
Sent to make us ſons of light; 
Sent that we his grace may prove, 
All the riches of his love, 


+ ft 


RIGS 
ENDED 8 


ly > wo 


> TD 


Tu FLY l 
* W 1 0 2 


- — — — — 


— — x (ů(ůͤ[Wðũi;? 


— 


/ . 
—ůä — — Me er eee eee en OO OOO TOTES 


— 


- _ ww 
—— — 


3 = — 
* 0 
. Rob bnnn ion or wen nc —ñ— ——— og 
— — — - 


4? oo 


1 1 N 
1 n 1 0 


1 
HYMN CLXIV. Part V. 


HRIST, from whom all bleſſings flow, 


Comforting thy ſaints below, 
Hear us, who thy nature ſhare, 
Who thy myſtic body are; 
= us, in one ſpirit join, 

et us ſtill receive of thine, 
Still for more on thee we call, 
Thee who filleft all in all. 
Move, and actuate, and guide, 
Diverſe gifts to each divide; 
Plac'd according to thy will, 
Let us all our works fulfil ; 
Never from our office move, 
Needful to the others prove, 
Uſe the grace on each beſtow'd, 
Temper'd by the bleſſed God. 
Many are we now and one, 
We who Jeſus have put on: 
There is neither bond nor free, 
Male, nor female, Lord, in thee, 
Love, like death, hath all deſtroy'd, 
Render'd all diſtinctions void; 
Names, and ſees, and parties fall, 
Thou, O Chriſt, art all in all! 
HYMN CLXV. Part VI. 
ING of ſaints, to whom are giv'n 
in earth, and all in heav'n; 
Reconcil'd through thee alone, 
Join'd and gather'd into one ; 


[ 137 ] 
Heirs of glory, ſons of grace, 
Lo, to thee our hopes we raiſe ; 
Raiſe and fix our hopes on thee, 
Full of immortality. 


Abſent in our fleſh from home, 
We are to mount Sion come: 
Heav'n is our ſoul's abode, 

City of the living God; 

Enter'd there, our ſeats we claim, 
In the new Jeruſalem ; 

Join the cpuntleſs angel-choir, 


Greet the firſt-born ſons of fire, 


We our elder brother meet, 

We are made with them to fit; 
Sweeteſt fellowſhip we prove, 

With the genera] church above ; 
Saints, who now avir names behold 
In the book of life inroll'd, 

Spirits of the righteous, made 
Perfect now in Chriſt their head. 


Life his healing blood imparts, 
Sprinkled on our peaceful hearts; 
Abel's blood for vengeance cry'd, 
e, ſpeaks us juſtity d; 

peaks and calls for better things, 
Makes us prophets, prieſts, and kings 
Aſks that we with him may reign, 
Earth and heaven, ſay Amen! 


3 


[ 138 |] 
HYMN CLXVI. 
For Perſons joined in Fellowſhip, 


ö RY us, O God, and ſearch the ground 
| Of ev'ry ſinful heart; 
Whate'er of fin in us is found, 


bi O bid it all depart. | 
l When to the right or left we ſtray, 1 
| Reſtore us by thy grace ; | 
| And guide our feet into the way | 
[if Ot everlaſting Peace. i 
1 Help us to help each other, Lord, 
4 Each other's croſs to bear: ; 

14 Let each his friendly aid afford, 
; | And feel his brother's care, 


Help us to build each other up, 
1 Our little ſtock improve; 
Increaſe our faith, confirm our hope, 
And perfect us in love. 
Then, when the mighty work is wrought, 
ny Receive the ready bride : 
a Give us in heav'n a happy lot, 
1 With all the ſanctify d. 
11 HYMN CLXVII. The ſame. 
14 ESUS, Lord, we look to thee, 
1 Let us in thy name agree; 
Shew thyſelf the Prince of Peace, 
| Bid our jars for ever ceaſe. 
By thy reconciling love, 
Every ſtumbling- block remove; 
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Each to each unite, endear; 


Come and ſpread thy banner here. 


Make us of one heart and mind, 
Courteous, pitiful, and kind ; 


Lowly, meek in thought and word, 


Altogether like our Lord, 
Let us each for other care, 
Each his brother's burden bear; 
Jo thy church the pattern give, 
Shew how true believers live: 
Let us then with joy remove, 
To thy family above; 

On the wings of angels fly, 


* * . — 
Shew how true believers die. 


HYMN CLXVIII. 4. Meeting. 


LEST by Jeſu's providence, 
Lo, we meet again in peace! 
May we when we fly from hence, 
Meet in a more glorious place. 
When we once ſhall there arrive, 
Ever happy we Hall reign; 
Ever with our Saviour live; 
Midſt a hoft of perſect men. 
There ſhall ſorrow not intrude, 
Grief ſhall never there 14 


Waſh'd in our Redeemer's blond, 


We ſhall ſtand made free from fear, 
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Come, dear fellows, joyful come; 
Forward boldly let us preſs ; 
Humbly let our fouls preſume, 
Truſt in Jeſu's righteouſneſs, 


Pray we for the promis'd hour, 
When the family compleat, 
Borne on clouds, and girt with pow'ry 
In the houſe above ſhall meet, 


Maſter, haſten on the day, 
Glorious to thy judgment come : 
Call thy trav'lling ſaints away, 


Lord, we long to be at home, 


HYMN CLXIX. Ar Parting, 


LEST be the dear uniting love, 
That will not let us part ; 
Our bodies may far off remove, 
We ſtill are join'd in heart. 


Join'd in one ſpirit to our head, 
Were he appoints we go; 

And ſtill in Jeſu's footſteps tread, 
And do his work below. 


O let us ever walk in him, 
And nothing know beſide; 
Nothing deſire, nothing eſteem, 

But Jeſus crucity'd. 


Cloſer and cloſer let us cleave 
To his belov'd embrace; 


T 


[141 ] 
Expect his fulneſs to receive, 
And glace to anſwer grace. 

Then let us haſten to the day, 
Which ſhall our fleſh reſtore ; 
When death ſhall all be done away, 

Aud bodies part no more. 


HYMN .CLXX. Adoring Chrift 


W Orthy is Chriſt, our Paſchal Lamb, 
Who bow'd his head, and bore our 
ſhame, 

On Gad's eternal throne to reign, 

For he for us, for us was ſlain. 


From ev'ry people, land, and tongue, 
He calls his royal conqu'ring throng : 
Let all thy hoſts thy grace confeſs, 
And call thee, Lord our righteouſneſs, 


We praiſe thee, thou whoſe Spirit reſts, 
On us thy kings, on us thy prieſts; 
Redeem'd to banquet with our God, 
And bought and ranſom'd by his blood, 
Let every ſpirit now with thee, 

And all on earth, and all on ſea, 

'Fhy wiſdom bleſs, and fill thy throne 
With worſhip due to thee alone. 


Be pow'r and riches ever thine, 
And ſtrength and majeſty divine; 
By every creature reign ador'd ; 
The only, everlaſting Lord! 
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HYMN CLXXI. The ſame, 
Bkechren, let us join to bleſs ' 
Jeſus Chriſt our joy and peace; 
Let our praiſe to him be giv'n, 
High at God's right-hand in heav'n. 
Mafter, ſee to thee we bow, 
Thou art Lord, and only thou; 
Thou, the bleſſed virgin's ſeed, 
Glory of thy church and head, 
Thee the angels ceaſeleſs ſing, . 
Thee we praiſe, our Prieſt and King; 7 
Worthy is thy name of praiſe, 
Full of glory, full of grace. 
Thou haſt the glad tidings brought, 
Of ſalvation by thee wrought; 
Wrought for all thy church, and we 
Worſhip 1n their company. 


We, thy little flock, adore, 
Thee, the Lord, tor evermore ; 
Ever with us ſhew thy love, 

Till we join with thoſe above. 


HYMN CLXXII. 

For the Propagation of the Goſpel, 
'OME, divine Immanuel, come, 
Take poſſeſſion of thy home; 

Now thy — wings expand, 
Stretch throughout the happy land. 


[ 143 ] 
Carry on thy victory, 
Spread thy rule from ſea to ſea; 
Re-convert the ranſom'd race, 
dave us, ſave us, Lord, by grace. 


O that every ſoul might be 
Suddenly ſubdu'd to thee ; 

© that all in thee might know, 
Everlaſting life below. 


Now thy mercy's wings expand, 
Stretch throughout the happy land ; 
Take poſſeſſion of thy home, 
Come, divine Immanuel, come. 


HYMN CLXXIII. Repaicing in Hape. 


(Huren of the heav'nly King, 
As ye journey, ſweetly ſing; 
Sing your Saviour's worthy praiſe, 
Glorious in his works and ways. 
We are trav'Iling home to God, 
In the way the fathers trod; 
They are happy now, and we 
Soon their happineſs ſhall ſee. 
O ye baniſh'd ſeed be glad; 
Chriſt your Advocate is made! 
Us to ſave our fleſh aſſumes, 
Brother to our ſouls becomes ! 


Shout, ye little flock and bleſt, 
Ye on Jeſu's throne ſhall reſt: 
N 
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There your ſeat is now prepar'd, 
'There your kingdom and reward, 
Fear not, brethren, joyful ſtand, 
On the borders of your land : 
Jeſus Chriſt your Father's Son, 
Bids you undiſmay'd go on. 


Lord, obediently we go, 


Gladly leaving all below; 


Only thou our leader be, 
And we {till will follow thee. 


HYMN CLXXIV, 


1 * 
Breathing after Holineſs. 


OVE divine, all loves excelling, 
— Joy of heav'n to earth come down; 
Fix in us thy humble dwelling, 
All thy faithful mercies crown: 


Jeſus, thou art all compaſſion! 


Pure unbounded love thou art, 
Viſit us with thy ſalvation, 
Enter ev'ry trembling heart, 


Breathe, O breathe thy loving ſpirit, 
Into ev'ry troubled breaſt, 

Let us all in thee inherit, 
Let us find thy promis'd reſt; 

Take away the love of ſinning, 
Alpha and Omega be, 


End of faith as its beginning, 


Set our hearts at liberty, 


1. 9 
8 A & as 


1 145 | 
Come, almighty to deliver, 
Let us all thy life receive ; 
Suddenly return, and never, 
Never more thy temples leave ; 
Thee we would be always bleſſing, 
Serve thee as thy hoſts above ; 
Pray and praiſe thee without ceaſing 
Glory in thy precious love. 
Finiſh then thy new creation, 
Pure, unſpotted may we be; 
Let us fee thy great ſalvation 
Perfectly reſtor d by thee ! 
Change from glory into glory, 
Till in heav'n we take our place; 
Till we caſt our Crowns before thee, 
Loſt in wonder, love, and praiſe ! 


HYMN CLXXV. The C briſtian Soldier, 


QOLDIERS of Chriſt, ariſe, 


And put your armour on: 


Strong in the ſtrength which God ſupplies ; 


Through his eternal Son ; 
Strong in the Lord of Hoſts, 
And in his mighty pow'r, 
Who in the ſtrength of Jeſus truſts 
Is more than conqueror. 

Stand then in his great might, 
With all his ſtrengh endu'd: 
And take to arm you for the fight, 

The panoply of God: 


„ 


— - 


© — — — 
— — ————_— 
— - 
os i — 


, & © 
. 1 . 
- — = 
OS 
— — 
— i — 
— N 
12 
- — = 


— 


[ 146 ] 


That having all things done, 
And all your conflicts paſt, 


You may o'ercome through Chriſt alone, 


And ſtand compleat at laſt, 


Jeſus hath dy'd for you; 
What can his love withſtand? 


Believe, hold faſt your ſhield, and who 


Shall pluck you from his hand? 


Believe that Jeſus reigns ; 

All pow'r to him is giv'n; 
Believe till freed from nature's chains, 

You're call'd from hence to heav'n. 


Your rock can never ſhake; 

Hither, he ſaith, come up; 
The helmet of ſalvation take, 

The confidence of hope: 


Hope for his perfect love, 
Hope for bis promis'd reſt, 

Hope to ſit down with Chriſt above, 
And ſhare the marriage feaſt. 


In fellowſhip alone, 
To God with faith draw near; 


Approach his courts, beſiege his throne, 


With all the pow'r of prayer; 
Go to his temple, go, 
Nor from his altar move: 
Let every, houſe his Worſhip know, 
\nd ev'ry heart his love. 
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From ſtrength to ſtrength go on; In 
Wreſtle, and fight, and pray, WM 
Tread all the pow'rs of darkneſs down, bo. 
And win the well-fought day ; 8 
Still let the ſpirit cry = 
In all his ſoldiers, „Come; of 
Till Chriſt the Lord deſcends from high, bh 


And takes the conqu'rors home. 


HYMN CLXXVI. Panting efter God. 


HOU hidden love of God, whoſe height, 
Whoſe depth unfathom'd no man knows, 
I fee from far thy beauteous light, 
Inly I figh for thy repole ; 
My heart 1s pain'd, nor can 1t be 
At reſt, till it find reſt in thee. 


Is there a thing beneath the ſun 
That ftrives with thee my heart to ſhare ? 

Ah tear it thence, and reign alone, 
The Lord of ev'ry motion there; 

Then ſhall my heart from earth be free, 
When it has found repoſe in thee, 


O hide this ſelf from me, that I 
No more, but Chriſt in me may live; 
My vile affections crucify, 
Nor let one darling luſt ſurvive ; 
In all things nothing may I ſee, 
Nothing deſire, or ſeek, but thee, 
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Oh love? thy ſov'reign aid impart, 
To ſave me from low thoughted care : 


Chaſe this ſelf-will through all my heart, 


Through all its latent mazes there: 


Make me thy duteous child, that I 
Ceaſeleſs may Abba, Father cry. 


Each moment draw from earth away 
My heart that lowly waits thy call ; 
Speak to my inmoſt ſoul, and ſay, 
I am thy love, thy God, thy all 
To feel thy pow'r, to hear thy voice, 
To taſte thy love, be all thy choice, 


II YMN, CLXXVII. Agdoring Feſus. 


() "IA let us join, together combine, 
To praiſe our dear Savi iour, our Maſter 
divine; | 
Him let us adore, who cover'd with gore, 
Late hung upon Caly'ry both wounded and 
poor. 


. He worthy is bleſt, by ſpirits at reſt, 

Who once in this deſert, his Godhead confeſt. 
The aeavenly ſpheres, who ſaw him in tears, 
Yea, ev'ry ſtrong ange! his perſon reveres. 
The prophets who told, his ſuff ' rings of old, 
ding now ſweet thankſgivings, on Pfalt nes 


of gold. - 
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The fathers, to whom, he ſhew'd he would 
come, 

Now in his par thon take up their long home. 

The ſpirits of men, who for him were ſlain, 

From Abel the righteous, ſhare now in his 
reign. 


Th' apoſtles who ſtood, reſiſting to blood, 

For Jelas s goſpel, rejoice in their God. 

The confeſſors too, them proſtrating low, 

Caſt down their bright mitres, and thank- 

« fully bow. 

O church of the I. amb, here met, do the ſame, 

With ſaints, and with angels, bleſs Jeſus's 
name. 

My ſoul bear a part, for ranſom'd thou art, 

By Jeſu's blood-ſhedding, his burial and 
ſmart. ä 


To him that was ſlain, the ſcorn'd Nazarene 
Be glory and honour: Let all ſay, Amen. 


HYMN CLXXVIII. Judgment. 


O, he cometh! countleſs trumpets 
Blow before the bloody ſign, 
Midſt ten thouſand ſaints and's angels, 

See the crucified ſhine : 
Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah! 
Welcome, welcome lieren Lamb! 
Now his cri; by the harpers, 
Through th' eternal deep reſ0unds 
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Now reſplendent ſhine his nail-prints, 
Ev'ry eye ſhall ſee his wounds; 
They who pierc'd him, they, &c, 
Shall at his appearing wail. 
Every iſland, ſea and mountain 
Heav'n and earth ſhall flee away; 
All who hate him muſi, aſhamed, 
Hear the trump proclaim the day 
Come to judgment, come, &c. 
Stand before the Son of Man. 


Saints, who love him, view his glory, 
Shining in his marred face; 

His dear perſon on the rainbow, 
Now his people's head ſhall raiſe ; 

Happy mourners ! happy, &c. 
Lo, in clouds he comes, he comes, 


Now redemption long expected, 
See in ſolemn pomp appear ; 
All his people, once deſpiſed, 
Now ſhall meet him in the air: 
Hallelujah! Hallelujah ! Hallelujah! 
Now the promis'd kingdom's come, 
View him ſmiling, now determin'd 
Every evil to deſtroy : 
All the nations now ſhall ſing him 
Songs of everlaſting joy: 
O come quickly! O come quickly! &c, 
Hallelujah! come, Lord, came. 
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HYMN CLXXIX. 
Chrift our great High Prieſt. 


Good High Prieſt is come, 
Supplying Aaron's place, 
And akin 2 his — 
Diſpenſing life and grace; 
The law by Aaron's prieſthood came, 
But grace and truth by Jeſu's name. 
My Lord a prieſt is made, 
As ſware the mighty God. 
To Iſr'el and his feed, 
Ordain'd to offer blood : 
For ſinners who his mercy ſeek, 


A Prieſt, as was Melchiſedec. 


He once temptations knew, 
Of ev'ry fort and kind; 
That he might ſuccour ſhew 
To ev'ry tempted mind; 
In ev'ry point the Lamb was try'd 
Like us, and then for us he dy'd. 
He dies, bat lives again, 
And by the altar ſtands, 
There ſhews how he was ſlain, 
And op'ning his pierc'd hands, 
He bides a Prieſt, and pleads our cauſe, 


J other prieſts diſclaim, 
And laws and off rings too; 
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None but the bleeding Lamby 
The mighty work could do: 
He ſhall Have all the praiſe, for be 
Alone me lov'd, and dy'd for me. 


HYMN CLXXX. 
At the Death of a Believer. 


\ N 7H do we mourn departing friends, | : 


Or ſhake at death's alarms ? 
Tis but the voice that Jeſus ſends 
To call them to his arms. 


Are we not tending upwards tooy 
As faſt as time can move? 

Why ſhould we wiſh the hours more flow 
That keep us from our love? 


Why ſhould we tremble to convey 
Their bodies to the tomb? 


There the dear fleſh of Jeſus lay, 
And left a ſweet perfume, 


The graves of all his ſaints he bleſt, 
And ſoften'd ev'ry bed; 

Where ſhould the dying members reſt, 
But with their dying head ? 

Thence he aroſe, aſcending high, 
And ſhew'd our feet the way; 


Up to the Lord our fleſh ſhall fly, 
At the great riſing day, 
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1 HYXMIN CT RY | Funeral. 
EACH me the meaſure of my day s, "on 
| Thou Maker of my frame; . 
| I would ſurvey life's narrow ſpace, 1 


And I-am how frail 1 am. 


A ſpan is all that we can boait, 9 
An inch or two of time: 3 
Man is but ranity and duſt, 1 
| - In all his flow r and prime. N 
* - N : 
See the vain race of mortals move, 1 
Like ſhadows o'er the plain; ET, 
1 They rage and ſtrive, deſire and love, 8 
Put all their noiſe is vain. 2 
Some walk in honour's gaudy ſhow, 4 
Some dig for golden ore: . 
They toil for heirs, they know not Who, 1 
| And itratt are feen no more. | . 2 
Me are but ſtrangers here below, WE 
* As all our fathers were; 228 
; Xt 
May we be well prepar'd to go, x 
* When we the ſummons hear. 1 
£ 7 * i 1 
£ HYMN CLXXXII. The /ame, I 
| Y ſoul, come meditate the day, 4 
And think how near it ſtands, DOA 
a; 


When thou mult quit this houſe of clay, 
And fly to unknown lands, 
Oh could we die with thoſe that die, 
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And place us in their ſtead, = 
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' || Then would our ſpirits learn to fly, fi 
mw And converſe with the dead. 4 
= Then ſhould we ſee the ſaints above, 

ww In their own glorious forms; 

And wonder why our ſouls ſhoutd love 

To dwell with mortal worms. 

1 HYMN CLXXXIII. 

* A Funeral Hymn for a Believer, 

1 „Is finiſh'd! 'tis done! 

4 The ſpirit is fled, 

X 'The pris'ner is gone : 

a The chriſtian is dead: | 
5 The chriſtian is living : 
In Jeſus his love, & 
1 And gladly receiving Y 
: A kingdom above. 3 


All honour and praiſe 
Are jeſus's due; 
Supported by grace, 
He fought his way through, 
Triumphantly glorious, 2 
Through Jeſus's zeal, f 
And more than victorious f 
O'er ſin, death, and hell, 


Then let us record 
The conquering name; 
Our captain and Lord 
With ſhoutings proclaim ; 
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Who truſt in his paſſion, 
And tollow our head, 
To certain ſalvation 
We all ſhall be led. 
O Jeſus, lead on 
'Thy militant care, 
And give us the crown 
Ot righteouſneſs there: 
. Where, dazzl'd with glory, 
The ſeraphim gaze; 
Or proſtrate adore thee 
In ſilence of praiſe. 
Come, Lord and diſplay 
Thy fign in the ſky, 
And bear us away 
To manſions on high : 
'The kingdom be giv "Ny 
The purchaſe divine, 
And crown us in heav'n, 
Eternally thine, 


HYMN CLXXXIV. The /ame. 


Oſanna to Jeſus on high! 
Another has enter'd his reſt, 

Another is ſcap'd to the ſky, 

And lodg'd in Immanuel's breaſt ; 
The ſoul of our ſiſter is gone 

To heighten the triumph above; 
Exalted to Jeſus's throne, 

And claſp'd in the arms of his love, 
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Flow happy the angels that fall 
Tranſported at Jeſus's name! 
The ſaints whom he. ſooneſt ſhall call 
To ſhare in the feaſt of the Lamb! 
No longer impriſon'd in clay, 
Who next from his dungeon ſhall fly ? 
Who firſt ſhall be ſummon'd away? 
My mercitul, Gods it I? 
O Jeſus! if this be thy will, 
That ſuddenly I ſhould depart, 
Thy counſel of mercy reveal, 
And whiſper the call to my heart ; 
O give me a ſignal to know, 
If ſoon thou wouldſt have me remove; 
And leave the dull body below, 
And fly to the regions of love ! 


HYMN CLXXXV. The fame. 


Hanks be to God, whoſe faithful love 
Hath call'd another to his breaſt ; 
Tranſlated him to joys above, 
To manſions of eternal reſt ! 
By minifſt'ring ſpirits convey'd, 
Lodg'd in the garner of the ſky, 
He reſis; in Abraham's boſom laid, 
He lives with God, no more to die, 
O that we all may thus break through, 
The crown with holy vi'lence ſeize ; 
The ſtarry crown to conqueſt due, 
The crown of life and righteouſneſs, 
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Will not the righteous judge beſtow 
The prize on all who ſeek him here 
And long, while ſojourning below, 
To ſee their much lov'd Lord appear ? 


He will (our hearts cry out) he will, 
Theſe eager wiſhes more than meet, 
Theſe infinite defires fulfil, 


And make our happineſs complete, 


O what a foul o'erpow'ring thought! 
"Tis ecſtaſy too great to bear: 

We all at once ſhall be up caught, 
And meet our Jeſus in the air! 


HYMN CXCVIII. The ſame. 


AH lovely appearance of death ! 
No fight upon earth is ſo fair, 
Not all the gay pageants that breathe = - 
Can with a dead body compare, == 
With ſolemn delight I ſurvey x 
The corpſe when the ſpirit is fledy 
In love with the beautiful clay, 
And longing to lie in his ſtead, 


How bleſt is our brother bereft 
Of all that could burden his mind ; 
How eaſy the ſoul that hath left 
This weariſome body behind ; 


Of evil incapable thou, 
Whoſe relics with envy J ſee : 
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No longer in miſery now, 

No longer a inner like me. 
This earth is affected no more 

With ſickneſs, or ſhaken with pain; 
The war in the members is o'er, 

And never ſhall vex him again; 


No anger henceforward, or ſhame, 
Shall redden this innocent clay: 
Extinct is the animal flame, 
And paſſion is vaniſh'd away. 
This languiſhing head is at reſt, 5 
Its thinking and aching are o'er ; 
This quiet immoveable breaſt 
Is heav'd by affliction no more ; 


This heart is no longer the ſeat 
Of trouble and torturing pain ; 
It ceaſes to flutter and beat, 
It never ſhall flutter again, 


The lids he ſo ſeldom could cloſe, 
By ſorrow forbidden to ſleep, 

Seal'd up in the ſweeteſt repoſe, 
Have ftrangely forgotton to weep ; 


The fountains can yield no ſupplies, 
Theſe hollows from waters are free, 
'The tears are all wip'd from theſc eyes, 
And evil they never ſhall ſee! 
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To mourn and to ſuffer 1s mine, 
While bound in a priſon I breathe, 
And till for deliverance pine, 


And preſs to the iſſues of death: 20 
What now with my tears I bedew, = 
O might I this moment become; 1 
My ſpirit created anew, = 
My fleſh be conſign'd to the tomb, 1 
bY: 

2 


HYMN CXCIX. The ſame. 
ESUS, come, our deareſt Jeſus, 


Save us from the world beneath; 
From a life of pain releaſe us, 


From a life of daily death; 


Liſten to the ceaſeleſs moaning, 
Of thy plaintive turtle-dove ; 
Anſwer, Lord, the ſpirit's groaning, 
Take us to our church j 2x 


Many ſaints are gone before us 


To the manſion of the grave ; 1 
Jeſus, come! to life reſtore us, q 
Us from all our trouble ſave ; 2 
Us, in infinite compaſſion, A 
To our happier triends unite ; 6. 
Raiſe us to our higheſt ſtation, = 
Rank us with thy ſaints in light, N 


Still we bear about thy dying, 
In our feeble bodies here 
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Languiſhing for thee, and crying, 
Light of Life, in us appear. 

Take us to thy kind embraces, 
To thy heav'nly banquet lead; 

Wipe the ſorrow from our faces, 
Set the crown upon our head. 


HYMN CC. Chrift's Nativity, 


LL glory to God, and peace upon earth, 
Be publiſh'd abroad, at Jeſus's birth; 
The forfeited favour of heay'n we find, 
Reitor'd in the Saviour and friend of man- 
kind. 
Then let us behold Meſſiah the Lord, 
By prophets foretold, by angels ador'd ; 
Our God's incarnation with angels proclaim, 
And publiſh ſalvation in Jeſus's Tame. 


Our newly-born king by faith we have ſeen, 
And joyfully ſing his goodneſs to men; 


That all men may * onde r at w nat we impart, | 
And thankfully ponder his love in their heart. 


What mov'd the Moſt High ſo greatly to 
ſtoop ? 

He comes from the {ky our ſouls to liſt up; 

That finners forgiven, might happy return 

To God and to heav'n, their Maker is born. 


Immanuel's love let ſinners confeſs, 


Who comes from above, to bring us his peace; 


. 
8 . 


* 


Let ev'ry believer his mercy adore, 8 
And praiſe him for ever, when time is no =_ 
more. _ 
HYMN CCI. The ſame. 1 
WAY with our fears! __ 
The Godhead appears, = 
In Chriſt recancil'd, . 
Ihe Father of mercies, in Jeſus the child. 11 
8 He comes from above, 1 
In manifeſt love; 1 
The deſire of our eyes, 1 
The meek Lamb of God in a manger he lies. 1 
At Immanuel's birth, 3 
What a triumph on earth! —_ 
Yet could it afford "0 
No better a place, for its heav'nly Lord ? 
8 The Ancient of Days, 
To redeem a loſt race, 
4 From his glory comes down, 
Selt-humbled, to carry us up to a crown, 
+ Made fleſh for our ſake, 
'That we might partake 
The nature divine, 
And again in his image his holineſs ſhine: 


An heav'nly birth, 
Experience on earth, 
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And riſe to his throne, 
And live with our Jeſus eternally one, 


Then let us believe, 
And gladly receive 
The 8 they bring, 


And While we are here 
Our king ſhall appear, 
His ſpirit 1mpart, 
And torm his full image of love in our heart, 


HYMN CCIL The ſame. 
(COME, thou long expected Jeſus, 


Born to ſet thy people free ; 
From our fears and fins releaſe us, 
Let us find our reſt in thee : 


Ifrael's ſtrength and conſolation, 
Hope of all the earth thou art ; 
Dear defire of ev'ry nation, 
Joy of ev'ry longing heart. 
Born thy people to deliver, 
Born a child and yet a king 
Bqrn to reign in us for ever, 
Now thy gracious kingdom bring; 
By thine own eternal ſpirit, 
Rule in all ovr hearts alone ; 


inners their Saviour and King. 


8 3 , 
n A, * 


By thine all- ſufficient merit, 
Raiſe us to thy glorious throne, 


HYMN CCIII. The /ame. 
LI angels and archangels ſing 


The wonderful Immanuel's name; 


Adore with us our new- born king, 
And till the joyful news proclaim ; 

All earth and heaven be ever join'd, 

To praiſe the Saviour of mankind. 


The everlaſting God comes down, 
To ſojourn with the ſons of men; 
Without his majeſty or crown, 
The great inviſible is ſeen; | 
Of all his dazzling glories ſhorn, 
The everlaſting God is born. 


Angels behold that infant's face, 


With rapt'rous awe the Godhead own; 


"Tis all your heav'n on him to gaze, 


And caſt your crowns before his throne : 


Though now he on his footſtool hes, 
Ye know he built both earth and ſkies, 


By him into exiſtence brought, 
Ye ſang the all-creating word: 


Ve heard him call our world from nought, 


Again in honour of our Lord, 
Ye morning ſtars, your hymns employ, 
And thout, ye ſons of God, for joy, 
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HYMN . Chriſt's Tacarnation,s 1 
A LLviſe, all-good, almighty Lord, 4 
Jeſus, by higheſt heay'n ador'd, 
Ere time its courſe began ; 
How did thy glorious mercy ſtoop BY 
To take the fallen nature up, LY 
When thou thyſelf wert man! 
Th' eternal God from heaven came down, 
The King of Glory left his crown, 
And veil'd his Majeſty : 
Empty'd of all, but love, he came, 


Jeſus, I call thee by the name : 
Thy pity bore for me, F 
O holy child, ſtill let thy birth, f 
Bring peace to us poor worms of earth, z 
And praiſe to God on high , Ss | 
Come, thou who didſt my fleſh aſſume, 13 
Now to the abject ſinner come, 2 
And in a manger lie # 
Didſt thou not in thy perſon join b 
'The natures human and divine, | F 
That God and men might be = 
Henceforth inſeparably one ? 11 


| Haſte thou, and make thy nature known, 
| Incarnated in me. 


In my weak ſinful fleſh appear; 
O God, be manifeſted here, 
Peace, righteouſneſs, and joy ; 
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7 Thy kingdom, Lord, fet up within 


My waiting heart, and all my ſin, 

Ihe devil's works deſtroy, 

* HYMN CCV. Admiring Chriſt's Love. | 8 

2 YE children of my God, _—_ 

| Ye dear peculiar race, =» 
Who're waſh'd in jeſu's blood, , _ - 

And ſav'd through faith by grace, =Y 

Attend, and join to tell his fame, * 
Whom John the Baptiſt call'd the Lamb. ww 

Prom all eternity, "8 

4 He lov'd the finner's train; ES. 

His love him forc'd to die, „ 

q Compell'd him to be ſlain bj 

For us, and in our ſtead he ſtood, = 

With all his garments roll'd in blood, 879 

His heart he ſet on us, — 

1 When we were enemies; WR 

b And on th' accurſed croſs, 

4 Amidft his tears and cries, 


He pray'd for us, who us'd him ſo, 
Father, they know not what they do! 


He thought upon us when 
'The blood ran from his heart, 
In all his grief and pain, 
In all his chiefeſt ſmart : 
Though we it caus'd, he all forgave ; 
And bare it, that he night us ſave, 
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Still he remains the ſame, | 

His focs he loves, and cries, 
Believe ye in my name, 

Lift up (ye loſt) your exes; 

Behold me, and ye yet ſhall lis e, 
I freely will ſalvation give. 


H VNN r 
O Colle, let us join, 


In muſic divine, 
The Saviour to laud, 
is meet, and fit, % Af. 
It is charming and perfectly ſweet, 
The Saviour to praiſe, our Lord and our God. 
"Tis a pleature to ſing, 
With courage and dane ; 
The angels that love us, 
And ſetaphs above us, 
Do always the fame. 
Hark! hark | how they ſhout 
All heaven th cheat 
In founding his name. 


Come, all that are here, 
Your thankſgivings rear, 
To jeſus your chic 4 F- 
"Tis good we ſhou' d, 

It is lovely and better tnan food, 


3 e e e 
It raiſes our joy, and baniſhes grief, 


x 
C5 
g 
TY 
+ 
* 
7 
5 
* 
2 
+4 iy 
3 
a> 
4 
= 


n 


1 ES =y ED - 
3 r 9 Ty . 
* r Ag - = ST * = \ = on *S 2.44 ” : Sy. 1, 
M. . Ate F901 a, 4+ „ ee 3 


Pj #5 / 
* 
Ta 6 


SL of * 


* 


of 
„ e 
C 
= EC, _—_— — P 


* 


bu 


my o 
J 
* 
1 2 
os 
15 
l 
1 


15 7 - 7 p 2 1 
5 8 4 15 8 1 Tad. l 
= » S&T 2 * 2 = ds, WI 3 2 FI 
N c 1 f 
3 2 * 8 „ 0 UE 4 4 3 EU 4 
A, 7 II * * ‚ 5 
* 48 71 * 8 K n LN Pg r 
» 2 i . K 9 _ 1 4 y * 
2 88 % (SES LAS a —_— 
2 N 1 1 oe 1 
Fe. RET Y 


| [ 167 ] 


Then in him we'll rejoice, 
Up to him lift our voice, 
And ſpirit within; 
| Who lov'd us ſo greatly, 
To waſh us completely 

From guilt and from fin. 
Hark! hark ! how they ſhout, 
| All heav'n throughout, 


A Jeſus divine! 

He's worthy, they cry, 

The Lamb that did die; 

So warbles their tongue, 

Let us do thus, | 
It is comely his praiſe to diſcuſs, 
A theme ever proper by us to be ſung ; 

Tis our duty and gain, 

And it ſhan't be in vain, 

His praiſe to repeat, 
Who pardon diſpenſes 
For all our offences, 

Tho' ever ſo great. 
Hark! hark! how they ſhout, 
All heav'n throughout, 

A Saviour compleat! 

All glory to him 

Who ſouls does redeem 

From converſe unfit ; 

Agree do we, 
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It will ever becoming us be 

Hoſanna to Jeſus with joy to tranſmit, 

To God's dear-belov'd Son 

Be all praiſe and renown, 

Dominion and might, 

Who ſinners embraces, 

And fills them with graces, 
To do what 1s right. 

Hark! hark! how they ſhout 

All heav'n throughout, 

The morning Star bright. 

Come, ſing him once more, 

(We may not give o'er) 

For ſinners who pleads, 

Beguil'd, defil'd, 

And to bring them to God reconcil'd, 

He till intercedes, and always ſucceeds ; 

'This dear Saviour of men, 

Let us ſing once again, 

Who purges his own, 

And makes them all glorious, 

And more thau victorious, 

Then gives them a crown. 


Hark ! hark! how they ſhout 


: All heav'n throughout, 

. The Lamb on the throne. 
5 To Father, and Son, 

I And Dove, Three in One, 


Be glory and praiſe, 
By us, and thoſe 
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Who in 1 celeſtial repoſe 
Do ceaſeleſs their ſongs of thankſgiving 


May the Three-One be ſung (raiſe, | 9 
By each cherubin- tongue; 1 
Let no tongue be mute =. 
Join, beings celeſtial, = 
And beings terreſtrial, ___—_ 
The great and minute, —_ 
Join all in one choir, | — 
The Dove, Son, and Sire, | = 
With praiſe to ſalute, 5 
HYMN CLAXXVL f Praiſe to Chriſt, ws 
FFSPRING of David, David's Root, as 
: Thou Jefle's tem, and Jeſſe's fruit, 
To thee propitious, thee our King, 1 
The tribute of our hearts we bring. | | 


While all thy mercies we enjoy, 
Hymns ſhall our grateful lips employ ; 
Beneath the ſhadow of thy wing 
We'd gladly wait, and love, and ſing. 


Haſten the time when we ſhall ſhine, 
With angels and archangels join, 

With righteous ſpirits gone before, 

For ever thy ſweet name t' adore. 

With them our raviſh'd ſouls would reſt, 
And ſhare with them thy marriage feaſt ; 
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Among their number, in their lays, 
We'd pant to join, and thirſt to praiſe, 
And while our ſouls are thus deny'd, 
Leſt we ſhould fall, or turn aſide, 
Jeſus, our kind protection prove, 
And love us with eternal love, 


HYMN CLXXXVII, Morning, 


RBE, my ſoul, adore thy Maker: 
Angels, praiſe, join thy lays, 
With them be partaker. 
Father, Lord of every ſpirit, 
In thy light, lead me right, 
Through my Saviour's merit. 
Neyer caſt me from thy preſence, 


Till my ſoul ſhall be full 
Of thy bleſſed eſſence. 


| O my Jeſus, God almighty, 
= Pray for me, tall I ſee, 
= Thee in Salem's city. 
1 Holy Ghoſt, by Jeſus giv'n, 
= Be my guide, leſt my pride 
=_ Shut me out of heaven. 
1 Thou this night waſt my protector, 
8 With me ſtay all the day, 
= Ever my director. 
_ . 
= Holy, holy, holy giver 
=_ Of all good, life and food, 
It Reign ador'd for ever! 
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Grace before Meat. 
BE preſent at our table, Lord, 
Be here, and ev'ry where ador'd ; 
Theſe creatures bleſs, and grant that we 
May feaſt in paradiſe with thee, 


After Meat. 


\ V E thank thee, Lord, for this our food, 
But more becauſe of Jeſu's blood; 

Let manna to our ſouls be giv'n, 

The bread of life ſent down from heav'n. 


HYMN CLXXXVIII. Evening. 


FRE I ſleep, for ev'ry favour, 
This day ſhew'd by my God, 
I will bleſs my Saviour. | | 
O my Lord, what ſhall I render 
To thy name, ftill the ſame, 
Gracious, good, and tender! 
Leave me not, but ever love meg 
Let thy peace be my bliſs, 
Till thou hence remove me. 
Viſit me with thy ſalvation; 
Let thy care ſtill be near, 
Round my habitation. 
Thou my rock, my guard, my tower, 
Safely keep, while I ſleep, 
Me, with all thy pow'r. 
So whene'er in death I ſlumber, 
Let me riſe with the wiſe, 
Counted in their number. 
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HEN I ſurvey the wond'rous croſs, 
On which the Prince of Glory dy'd, 
My richeſt gaih I count but loſs, 
And pour contempt on all my pride, 


Forbid it, Lord, that I ſhould boaſt, - 
Save in the death of Chriſt, my God: 

All the vain things that charm me moſt, 
I ſacrifice them to his blood, 


See from his head, his hands, his leet, 
Sorrow and love flow mingled down: 
Did e*er ſuch love and ſorrow meet, 
Or thorns compoſe ſo rich a crown! 


Were the whole rcalm of nature mine, 
That were a preſent far too ſmall: 

Love ſo amazing, ſo divine, 
Demands my ſoul, my life, my all. 


HYMN CXC. After Sermon, 


() Jeſu, our Lord, thy name be ador'd, 
For all the rich bleſſings convey'd thro” 
thy word. 
In ſpirit we trace thy wonders of grace, 
And cheerfully join 1n a concert of praiſe, 


The Ancient of days, his glory diſplays, 
And ſhines on his choſen with cheriſhing rays. 


HYMN CLXXXIX. Glorying in the Cre/a. 


— 
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The trumpet of God, is ſounding abroad, 


The language of mercy, ſalvation through 


blood. 


Thrice happy are they, who hear and obey, 
And ſhare in the bleſſings of this goſpel- day. 


The people who know, the Saviour below, 
With burning affection to worſhip him glow, 


This bleſſing be mine, thro' favour divine; 


But, O my Redeemer, the glory be thine, 


HYMN CXCT. 
ESU, ſhew us thy ſalvation, 
7 
3y thy myſtic 1 inca Irnation, 
By thy pure nativity. 
Save us, thou our new Creator 
Into all our fouls impart, 
Thy divine and holy nature, 
Form thyſelf within our heart. 
By thy firſt blood-ſhedding heal us, 
Cut us off from ev'rv ſin; 
By thy circumciſion ſeal us, 
Write thy law of love within, 
By thy ipirit circumciſe us, 
Kindle in our hearts a flame; 
By thy baptiſm now baptiſe us, 
Into all thy glorious name. 


O 


BY thy taſting and temptation, 
Mortify our vain deſites; 


In thy ſtrength we ſtrive with thee) 
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; Take away what ſenſe, or paſſion, 


| Appetite, or fleſh require ; 

| Arm us with thy ſelf-denial, 

| Ev'ry tempted ſoul defend ; 

| Save us in the fi'ry tzwal, 

| Make us faithful to the end. 


7 By thy great and bitter paſſion, 
| By thy ſuff ring on the tree, 
Save us from the indignation 
Due to all mankind and me ; 
Hanging, bleeding, panting, dying, 
Gaſping out thy lateſt breath; 
By thy precious death's applying, 


| Save us from eternal death. 


By the pomp of thine aſcending, 
Live we here to heav'n reſtor 4, 

Live in pleaſures never ending, 
Share the portion of our Lord; 

Let us have our converſation 
With the bleſſed ſpir'ts above; 

Sav'd with all thy great ſalvation, \ 
Perfectly renew'd in love. 


HYMN CXCII. Chrifs Second Coming. 
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E comes! he comes! the Junge ſevere ; . 

; The ſeventh trumpet ſpeaks him near; þ 
i The ligbtnings flaſh, the thunders roll, 

He's welcome to the faithful foul, IF 

Welcom e, welcome, welcome, welcome, T 


| Welcome ta the faithful ſoul, 
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From heav'n, angelic voices ſound, 
See th' almighty Jeſus crown'd! 
Girt with omnipotence and grace, 
And glory decks the Saviour's * 
Glory, &c. decks the Saviour's face. 


Deſcending from his azure throne, 
He claims the Kingdoms for his own ; 
The kingdoms all obey his word, 
And kail him their triumphant Lord, 
Hail him, &c. their triumphant Lord. 


Shout all the people of the ſky, 
And all the ſaints of the moſt high; 
Our God, who now his right obtains, 
For ever, and for ever reigns, 
Ever, &c, and for ever reigns. 
The Father bleſs, the Son adore, 
The ſpirit praiſe for evermore ; 
Salvation's glorious work 1s done, 
We welcome thee, Great Three in One, 
Welcome, &c. Great Three in One. 
HYMN CXCIII. The Backflider, 
ESU, let thy pitying cye 
Call back a wand'ring ſneep; 
Falſe to thee, like Peter, I | 
Would fain like Peter weep ; 
Let me be by grace reſtor'd, 
On me be all long-ſuff ring ſewn 
Turn, and look upon me, Lot rd, 
And break my heart of ſtone, - 
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Saviour, Prince, enthron'd above, 
Repentance to * 

Give me, through thy dying love, 
The humble, contrite heart: 

Give me, what I've long implor'd, 
The bleſſing of thy grief unknown ; 

Turn and look upon me, Lord, 
And break my heart of ſtone. 


See me, Saviour from above, 
Nor ſuffer me to die, 
Life, and happineſs, and love, 
Drop from thy gracious eye; 
Speak the reconciling word, 
And let thy mercy melt me down ; 
Turn, and look upon me, Lord, 
And break my heart of ſtone. 


Look, as when thy grace beheld 
The harlot in diſtreſs, 

Dry'd her tears, her pardon ſeal'd, 
And bade her go in peace ; 

Foul like her, and ſelt- abhor' d, 
] at thy feet for mercy groan : 

Turn, and look upon me, Lord, 
And break my heart of ſtone. 


Look, as when condemn'd for them, 
Thou did'ſt thy foll'wers ſee, 

« Daughters of Jeruſalem, 

« Weep for yourſelves, not me. 


LTP) 
Am I by my God deplor'd, 
And ſhall I not myſelf bemoan ? 
Turn, and look upon me, Lord, 
And break my heart of ſtone. 


Look as when thy piteous eye 
Was cloſed, that we might live; 
« Father,” (at the point to die) 
My Saviour gaſp'd “ Forgive!“ 
Surely with that dying word, 
He turns and looks, and cries e Tis done!“ Wt. 
O my bleeding, loving Lord, = 
This breaks my heart of ſtone. 1 


HYMN CXCIV. An Hymn to the Trinity, | 


OME, thou almighty King, "_ 
Help us thy name to fing, | FM 
Help us to praiſe; A 
Father all glorious, 
O'er all victorious ! 
Come, and reign over us, 
Ancient of Days. 1 
Jeſus, our Lord, ariſe, _ 
Scatter our enemies, | 8 
And make them fall; ä = 
Let thine almighty aid 2 
Our ſure defence be made, wy 
Our ſouls on thee be ſtay d; 
Lord, hear our call. 


[ 178 | 


Come, thou incarnate Word, 

Gird on thy mighty ſword, 
Our pray'r attend; 

Come „ and thy people bleſs, 

And give thy word ſucceſs : 

Spirit of holineſs, 


. On us deſcend. | 
4 Come holy Comforter, 


Thy ſacred witneſs bear, 
In this glad hour ; 
Thou, who almighty art, 
Now rule in ev'ry heart, 
And ne'er trom us depart, 
Spirit of pow'r. 
To the great One in Three, 
Eternal praiſes be, 
Hence—evermore ; ; 
His ſov'reign Majeſty, 
May we in glory ſce, 
And to eternity 
Love and adore. 


HYMN CXC. 
Chriſt the Believer's Refuge aud Portion. 


ESU, lover of my foul, 
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8 Let me to thy boſom fly; 
. | While the nearer waters roll, 
_=_ While the tempeſt ſtill is high; 


Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 


1 Till the ſtorm of life is paſt; 1 


gs £79 
Safe into the haven guide, 
O receive my ſoul at laſt. 


Other refuge have I none, 2A 
Hangs my helpleſs ſoul on thee ; Ig 

Leave, ah! leave me not alone, be. 
Still ſupport and comfort me : 5M 


All my truſt on thee is ſtay'd, 2h 
All my help from thee I bring; IF 
Cover my defenceleſs head 1 
With the ſhadow of thy wing. 3 
Thou, O Chriſt, art all J want, 1 
Ev'ry good in thee I find: 1 
Raiſe the fallen, cheer the faint, Bo, 
Heal the fick, and lead the blind ; - SING 
Juſt and holy 1s thy name, WE 
I am all unrighteouſneſs; 28 
Vile, and full of fin I am, 
Thou art full of truth and grace. 


Plenteous grace with thee is found, 1 
Grace to pardon all my ſin; "HR 


Let the healing ſtreams abound, 


DW 3 = Fes | 
Make and keep me pure within: 1 


Thou of life the fountain art, 
Freely let me take of thee; 
Spring thou up within my heart, 
Riſe to all eternity. 
HYMN CXCVI. Defrring to praiſe ævorthily. 


(COME, thou fount of ev'ry bleſſing, 
Tune my heart to ſing thy grace; 
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Streams of mercy never ceaſing, 
Call tor ſongs of loudeſt praiſe ; 

Teach me ſome melodious | nh 
Sung by flaming tongues above 

Praiſe the mount—oh fix me on it, 
Mount of God's unchanging love ! 


Here I raiſe my Eben-Ezer, 
Hither by thine help I'm come; 
And I hope, by thy good pleaſure, 
Safely to arrive at home; 
Jeſus ſought me when a ſtranger, 
Wand'ring from the fold of God; 
He, to reſcue me from danger, 
Interpos'd with precious blood. 


O to grace how great a debtor, 
Daily I'm conſtrain'd to be! 
Let that grace now like a fetter 
Bind my wand'ring heart to thee 
Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it, 
Prone to leave the God I love— 
Here's my heart—O take and ſeal it! 
Seal it from thy courts above ! 


HYMN CXCVII 
Adoring Free and Sovereign Mercy, 
() Lord how great's the favour 


That we ſuch ſinners poor, 
Can through thy blood's ſweet ſavory 
Approach thy mercy's door; 


— 
e 


e088 1 


And find an open paſſage 


Unto the throne of grace ; 


There wait the welcome meſſage 


That bids us go in peace. 


Lord, we are helpleſs creatures, 


Full of the deepeſt need; 
Throughout defil'd by nature, 
Stuptd, and inly dead : 


Our ſtrength is perfect weakneſs, 


And all we have is ſin, 
Our hearts are all uncleanneſs, 
A den of thieves within, 


In this forlorn condition, 
Who ſhall afford us aid ? 
Where ſhall we find compaſſion, 
But in the church's head? 
Jeſus, thou art all pity, 

O take us to thine arms ; 
And exerciſe thy mercy, 

To fave us from all harms, 


We'll never ceaſe repeating, 
Our numberleſs complaints, 
But ever be intreating 
The glorious King of Saints; 
Till we attain the image 
Of him we inly love; 
And pay our grateful homage 
With all the ſaints above. 


=" "82 } 
Then we, with all in glory, 
Shall thankfully relate 
'Th* amazing pleaſing Rory 
Of Jeſu's love ſo great! 
In this bleſt contemplation, 
We ſhall for ever dwell ; 
And prove ſuch conſolation 
As none below can tell. 


= 


N my” 1 
þ I. MCT B.A _ 
83 . 1 I 


8 


N 


8 


—— h— —ö-—Ä— — — 


— A * 
5 8 ow 7 2 Toy 


MV moſt indulgent Saviour, 
I long thy love to find, 

To triumph i in thy favour, 

And know thy ſpirit's mind: 
This grace to me be giv'n, 

I nothing more requeſt ; 
I alk no other heav'n 

Than leaning on thy breaſt. 
'The place of John I covet, 

More than a ſeraph's throne ; 
o reſt in my Beloved, 

And breathe my final groan: 
On the alone relying, | 
Jo loſe my fin and pain, 

And on thy botom dying, 
My lite eternal gain. 
Then I, with all in glory, 
Shall thankfully relate 
Th' amazing pleaſing ſtory 

Of leſu's love ſo great: 


4 
+4 
| 
all 
5 

We 
6 
5 
20 
is 
= 1d 
Þ * 
3 
1 
3 
. 
Po, 
1 
% 
1 
+ 
1 
* 
N 
bs 
. 
8 
4 
7 
* 
il * 
XJ 
= 
* 
* 
x 
J Is 
ol 
* 
a 
4 
= 
40 
A 
3 
"3h 
bu $5 
WA, 
= 
3 
SL 
'FR 
* 
= 
11 
3 
— - 
ES | 
* 
5 
> -Y 
- 
ES * 
5 
L 9 
1 
1 
A- 
5 
n 
=: 1 
7 
* 
© 72% 
__ 
BO, 
9 
—_ 
I 
1 
' . 
* 
© 
— 
9 
* 
* o 
. p 
FT. : 
ir” 
Ba. 
* 
1 
1 


* 
= 
al 

2” 
. 
_—_— 
4 
=_ 


_— 


HYMN CCVII. Leaning on the Beloved. 
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In this bleſt contemplation 
May I for ever dwell : 
And ſhare ſuch conſolation 

As none below can tell. 


HYMN CCVIII. Gratitude. 


W HAT ſhall we render unto thee, 
Thou glorious Lord of life and pow'r ? 
Teach us to bow the humble knee, 
Teach us with thankfulneſs t'adore ; 
To praiſe thee as thy ſaints above, 
To praiſe thee for thy wond'rous love. 


When like loſt ſheep we wander'd wide, 

And left the watchful ſhepherd's eye, 
When borne along th' impetuous tide 

Of this world's fin and yanity, 

Then Jeſus from the heav'ns came down, 
To fave us by his grace alone. 
He bore our ſins upon the tree, 

To ſeek and ſave the loſt he came; 
There was he bound to ſet us free, 

From death and everlaſting ſhame ; 
The captive flock from hell was freed, 
And ranſom'd when their ſhepherd bled. 
Before the Father's awful throne, 

Our merciful High-Prieſt he ſtands ; 
And interceding for his own, 

'The purchas'd remnant now demands ; 
His people's everlaſting friend, 

Who loving—loves them to the end ! 
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May we, his baniſh'd ones, rejoice 
Him for our Lord and God to own ; 
I'o take him as our only choice, 
And cleave to him in love alone; 


188 


Still growing up 1n holineſs, 

Till call'd to meet in realms of bliſs. 

Ihen ſhall our grateful ſongs abound, 
And ev'ry tear be wip'd away ; 

No lin, no ſorrow ſhall be found; 


No night o'ercloud the endleſs day: 


O praiſe him! all beneath, above! ] 
O praiſe him! praiſe the God of love! 
HYMN (CIX. Before Sermon. 
OW begin the heav'nly theme; 
Sing aloud in ſeſu's name, 


Ye who Jeſu' s kindneſs prove, 
Triumph i in Redeeming Love. 


Ye who ſee the Father's grace, 


Beaming 1 in the Saviour's face, 
As to Canaan on ye move, 


Praiſe and bleſs. Rede eming Love. 


Mourning ſouls, dry 1 up your tears, 
Baniſh all Your gu ty fears; 

SCC your guild and curſe remove, 
Cancell'd by Redeeming Love. 
Ve, alas! who long have been 
Willing {laves of death aud ſin, 
Now from bliſs no longer rove, 
Stop—and taite Redeeming Love, 


Welcome, all by fin oppreſt, 
Welcome to his ſacred reſt; 
Nothing brought him from above, 
Nothing but Redeeming love. 


He ſubdu'd th' infernal pow'rs, 
'Fhoſe tremendous foes of ours; 
From their curſed empire drove, 
Mighty in Redeeming Love. 


Hither then your muſic bring, 

Strike aloud each cheerful ſtring ; 

Mortals join the hoſts above, 

Join to praiſe Redeeming Love. 
HYMN CCX. Panting after Jeſus. 


Tou! ſhepherd of Iſr'el divine, 
The joy of the upright in heart; 

For cloſer commnnion they pine 

Still, ſtill to reſide where thou art; 

The paſture, O when ſhall we find, 

Where all who their ſhepherd obey, 

Are fed on thy boſom reclin'd, 

Are ſcreen'd from the heat of the day ? 


Ah, ſhew us that happieſt place, 
That place of thy people's abode, 

Where ſaints in an ecitacy gaze, 
And hang on their Saviour and God: 
Thy love for loſt ſinners declare, 
Thy paſſion and death on the tree, 
Our ſpirits to Calvary bear, 
To ſuffer and triumph with thee, 


—— 
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"Tis there with the lambs of thy flock 
There only we'd covet to reſt ; 

To lie at the foot of the rock, 

Or rife to be hid in thy breaſt ; 

"Tis there we would always abidey 
And never a moment depart ; 

Conceal'd in the cleft of thy fide, 
Eternally held in thy heart. 


HYMN CCXI. 
G iuing uf the Heart to the Lord. 


Tack my poor heart juſt as it is: 
Set up therein thy throne ; 

So ſhall 1 love thee above all, 

And live to thee alone. 


Complete thy work, and crown thy grace, 
Thar I may | faithful prove ; 

And liſten to that ſmall ſtill voice, 
Which only whiſpers love: 


Which teaches me what is thy will, 
And tells me what to do ; 

Which covers me with ſhame, when I 
Do not thy will purſue, 


This unction may Lever feel, 


This teaching from my Lord: 


And learn obedience to thy voice, 


Thy ſoul- reviving word. 


ms 


E 
HYMN CCXII. 
Praifing the Glory of the Grace of God. 


RACE, how exceeding ſweet to thoſe, 
Who feel they ſinners are; 
Sunk and diſtreſt, they taſte and know 
Their heav'n is only there! 


Thus Grace, free Grace moſt ſweetly calls, 
« Directly come who will, 
cc Juſt as you are, for Chriſt receives 


« Poor helpleſs ſinners ſtill!“ 


We thirſt, O Lord! give us each day, 
To taſte more of this Grace; 

More of that ſtream which from the rock 
Flow'd thro' the wilderneſs, 

Where'er eternal life is giv'n, 
This thirſt the ſame will be; 

The heart will after Jeſus pant. 
To all eternity. 

"Tis Grace alone that feeds our ſouls, 
Grace keeps us inly poor ; 

And, oh that nothing elſe but grace 
May rule for evermore ! 


HYMN CCXIII. 
Infenitely condeſcendin 2 Love, 


OVE brought down God's dear only Son, 


Into a virgin's womb; 
Love nail'd him to th' accurſed tree, 
And laid him in a tomb. 
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Through ev'ry action ſuff ring too, 
The law of kindneſs reign d; 
Love op'd thoſe ghaſtly wounds, through 
which 
His precious life was drain'd. 


Love took him to his Father's throne, 
There to prepare us room; 

And love will bring him dowa again, 
To fetch us to his home. 


HYMN CCXIV. 


GON of God, thy bleſſing g grant, 
Still ſupply our ev'ry want; 

Tree of life, thine influence ſhed, 

With thy ſap our ſpirits feed, 


Tend'reſt branch, alas, am I, 
Wither, without thee, and die; 
Weak as helpleſs infancy 

O confirm our ſouls in thee. 


Unſuſtain'd by thee, we fall, 

Send the ſtrength for which we call; 
Weaker than à bruiſed reed, 

Help we ev'ry moment need. 


All our hopes on thee depend, 
Love us, ſave us to the end, 
Give us the continuing Grace— 
Take the everlaſting praiſe, 
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HYMN CCXV. 
Chriſt the Belicwer's Refuge, 


N ev'ry trouble, ſharp and ſtrong, 
My foul to jeſus flies; 

My anchor-hold is firm in him, 
When ſwelling billows riſe. 
His comforts bear my ſpirits up, 

I truſt a faithful God; 
The ſure foundation of my hope 
Is in a Saviour's blood, 

Loud hallelujahs fing, my foul, 
To thy Redcemer's name: 
In joy, in ſorrow, life and death, 

His love is ſtill the ſame. 


HYMN CCXVI. Heaven on Earth, 


'OME let us aſcend, 
My companion and friend, 
To taſte of the banquet above; 
If thine heart be as mine, 
If for Jeſus it pine, 
Come up into the chariot of love, 
Who in Jetus contide, 
'They are bold to ontride, 
The ſtorms of affliction beneath ; 
With the prophet they ſoar 
To that heav*nly ſhore, 
And outfly all the arrows of death, 
By faith we are come, 
To our permanent home; 
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By hope we the rapture improve; 
By love we ſtill rife, 
And look down on the ſkies, 
For the heaven of heavens 1s love ! 


Who on earth can conceive 
How happy we live, 

In the city of God the great King! 
What a concert of praiſe, 
When our Jeſus's grace 

The whole heav'nly company ſing! 


What a rapturous ſong, 
Wen the glority'd throng 
In the ſpirit of harmony join! 
Join all the glad choirs, 
Hearts, voices, and Iyres, 
And the burden 1s mercy divine ! 


Hallelujah they cry, 
To the King of the {ky, 

To the great everlaſting I AM! 
To the Lamb that was ſlain, 
And liveth again, 


Hallelujah to God and the Lamb! 


HYMN CCXVII. Before Sacrament, 


ÞAITHFUL Bridegroom, holy Lamb, 

By thy church belov ed, 
Manifeit thy ſweetelt naue, 
To each heart approved, 
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Crown this ordinance of thine 
With a ſolemn bleſſing ; 

Let our feaſt be all divine, 
Each thyſelf poſſeſſing. 


Let thy fleſh afford us food, 
Ev'ry grace to ſtrengthen: 

Let our drink be Jeſu s blood, 
Nature's pow'r to weaken. 


Cauſe that bleeding ſacrifice, 
Once for ſinners given, 

To appear before our eyes, 
Earneſt of our heaven 


We partake the bread and wine, 
Seals of our profeſſion; 

Of the inward grace the ſign, 
Symbols of thy paſſion. 


| We commemorate thy death, 
While we are receiving! 

Feeding 1n our hearts by faith, 
V/ith unfeign'd thankſgiving. 

May we thus our time employ, 
While below we tarry ; 

Till our ſouls t' unfading joys 
Angels come to carry. 


HYMN CCXVUL Aer Sacrament. 


ORD), accept out feeble praiſe, 
For the banquet given ; 


R 


& iy Ree! I £30 6 
w [4s By. a 2 i \ 72 2 
1 - 4 I — MF he 
ad « ca Dy. 2 
RL RE 


. 2 , 9 4 FTE, 
- „ 1 = i nf 4 * 
* 1 oy n NM J 2% \þ 
< &._ 5 FE 3 r ct EE... » 


\ E 10 3 5 
R ä 9 A Mas * . 
* 4 = — LL . y - 808 4 4 TR 9 8 
- ft \ N n ö "ue ER OTE Rn 


9 
8 * N 
PT. i 
= R. FR NET 4 a 
8 7” I 


Ld * Q BAN 1 . 1 1 * 1 4 Red * 8 
Fi L l nn * RE) . 8 = : 
EE 1 SNARES EET WIA = 1 
WS: os 3 8 n * = Ig. ar, I 
b Du ns 2 C. * FT 1 * 
oa 


— — — 


[ 192 |] 


Tho' unworthy, we would raiſe 
Hearts and hands to heaven, 


Of the ſtreams of grace divine 
We have now been taſting ; 

On the bread, and myſtic wine, 
With rich comfort feaſting. | 


Meat indeed thy fleſh we find, 
Drink thy blood ſo precious: 

Teſus, Saviour, thou art kind, 
Merc:ful and gracious, 


On our guilty ſouls thy rod 
Falls with gentle chidings ; 

And thou healeft with thy blood 
All our great backſlidings. 


May we to thy bleeding croſs 
Soul and body faſten; 

All for Jeſus count but loſs, 
To his coming haſten. 


Take our hearts, ſo often bleſt, 
Vet ſo oft rebelling, 
Let them on thy boſom reſt, 
la thy wounds be dwelling, 


Now, O Lord, that we have fed 
On thy body broken, 

Bruiſe within the ſerpent's head, 

Of thy love the token, 


None from trials are below, _—_ 
Totally exempted; —— 
All ſufficient Grace beſtow, 2 
Succour, Lord, the tempted, "MN 
Guard us from the tempter's wiles, __— 
From the fin of Judas; 8 
| From the world's deceitful ſmiles, WM 
Till to heav'n thou lead us. 3 
HYMN CCXIX. 5 
Aſcribing all Glory ta God for every Mercy. x 2 
( 3-ORY to our gracious Donor, 5M 
For his mercies ever new; Eh 
His alone be all the honour, 5 
Nothing we confeſs our due: : 
O the ceaſeleſs mercies flowing : 
From thy grace's boundleſs ſtore ! , 


May our thankful hearts be glowing 
With thy love {till more and more, 


Thy kind hand hath oft afforded 1 
To our wants a rich ſupply; 3 
We are ev'ry day ſupported hp 


By thy providential eye. 
May we, Lord, as ſome requital. 
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i Thankful hearts to Jeſus raiſe; 
In his wond'rous love's recital, 
: Conſecrate to him our days. 


Thou an hunger laſt created 
In our hearts for living bread ; 


13 

3 2 

2 40 . * WH 

| : * | WIS 

1 * 3 — 

” * Tx 28 D * 

A * — . 5 L * CY * þ 
, s . n 
n „ Bn 


[ 194 ] 
May it never be abated, 
Till our precious fouls are fed; 
Open, Lord, the ark where, hidden 
Jeſus our true manna lies 
Are not hungry ſpirits bidden Z 
To that feaſt of paradiſe? 


O thou friend of ſinners, pity 
Thirſty travellers, who go 
To an unſeen diftant city, 
Through a parched vale below; 
O ſupply each fainting ſpirit 
ith the ſtreams of pureſt love ; 
Till our Canaan we inherit, 
In thy fulneſs loſt above. 


1 


HYMN CCXX. For Eafter Day. 


E dies! the ON of finners dies! 


Lo, Salem's daughters weep around! 


A ſolemn darkneſs viels the ſkies! 


A ſudden trembling ſhakes the ground! 


Come, ſaints, and drop a tear or two, 


For him who groan d beneath your load; 


He ſhed a thouſand drops for you, 
A thouſand drops of richeſt blood. 


Here's love and grief beyond degree, 

The Lord of glory dies for men! 
But lo! what ſudden joys we fee! 
Jeſus the dead revives again ! 


Wy 1 
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The riſing God forſakes the tomb! 
The tomb in vain forbids his riſe! 


Cherubic legions guard him home, 
And ſhout him welcome to the ſkies ! 


Break off your tears, ye ſaints | and tell 
How high our great Dehv'rer reigns! 
Sing how he ſpoil'd the hoſts of hell, 
And led the monſter death in chains! 
Say, „Live for ever, wond'rous King! 
c Born to redeem, and ſtrong to ſave: 
Then aſk the monſter “ Where's thy ſting /! 
«And where's thy vict'ry, boaſting grave?“ 


HYMN CCXx J. 
The Efficacy of the precious Blood of Feſus. 


1s there a thing that; moves and breaks, 
A heart as hard as ſtone, 
Or warms a heart as cold as ice, 
"Tis Jeſu's blood alone: 
One drop of this can truly chear, 
And heal the wounded ſoul ; 

What multitudes of broken hearts, 
This living ſtream makes whole! 
Hark, O my foul! what ſing the choirs 

Around the glorious throne ! 
Hark, the flain Lamb for evermore 


Sounds in the {ſweeteſt tone: 
The elders there caſt down their crowns, 
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Sing praiſe' * who ſhed his blodd, 
And waſh' di their guilt away. | 


And this, while here, will we proclaim, 
Cheerful in our degree, 

That thro'-the blood of God's dear Lamb, 
Sinners may pardon'd be: 

But thou, O Lord, make ev'ry day 
Thy grace to us more ſweet; 

Þeho1d thy. wounded fide, 
And: worſhip at thy:feet.,. o aa 


HYMN' CCXXII. Te Year of Fubilee, 


BLOW ye the trumpet, blow 
The gladly ſolemn ſound; 
Let all the nations Know, 
To earth's remoteſt bounds, 
The year of jubilee is come, 
Return, ye ranſom'd ſinnets, home, 


The goſpel trumpet hear, 
The news of heav'nly grace; 

Ye happy ſouls, draw near, 
Behold your Saviour's face; 

The year of jubilee is, come, 
Return to your eternal DAT 


' 


Jeſus, our great High Prieſt, 
Hath full atonement made; 
Ye weary ſpirits reſt, 
Ye mourning aud be glad 8 


* 
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The year of jubilee i 15 come, : 
Return, ye tanſom'd ſinners, home. 


Extol the Lamb of God, 
The all- atoning Lamb; 
Redemption in his blood, 
Throughout the world proclaim; 
The year of jubilee is come, 
Return to your eternal home, 


HYMN CCXXIII. 


They /hall logk on me whom they | have pierced, 
and mourn, Zechariah x11. 10. 


ADEN with guilt, ſinners, ariſe, 
And view your bleeding ſacrifice ; 
Each purple drop proclaims there's room, 
And bids the poor and needy come. 


Beneath your crimes the victim ſtood, 
Sign d your acquittance with his blood ; 
Heteby ſtern juſtice is appeas'd ; 
Sinners look up, and be releas d. 


Mercy, truth, peace, and righteouſneſs, 
Beam from the Reconciler's face; 
Here look till love diſſolve your heart, 
And bid your flaviſh fears depart. 


O quit the world's deluſive charms, 
And quickly fly to Jeſu's arms; 

Wreſtle until your God be known, 
Till you can call . Lord your own, | 
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HYMN CCXXIV, Pſalm C. 


BEFORE Jehovah's awful throne, 
Ye nations, bow with ſacred joy! 
| Know that the Lord is God alone, 
I! - He can create, and he deſtroy, 
| His ſov'reign pow'r without our aid, 
Made us of clay, and form'd us men; 
1 And when like wand'ring ſheep we ftray'd, 
He brought us to his told again ! 


We'll crowd thy gates with thankful ſongs, 
High as the heav'ns our voices raiſe ; 

And earth, with her ten thouſand tongues, 
Shall fill thy courts with ſounding praiſe, 


Wide as the. world 1s thy command, 
Vaſt as eternity thy love ! 
Firm as a rock thy truth muſt ſtand, 
When rolling years ſhall ceaſe to move! 


|| HYMN CCXXV. 
|| | Il ſaiah lv. 1, Kc. 
1 O, ev'ry one that thirſts, draw nigh 
| H ('Tis Goa invites the fallen race) ig 
Mercy and free ſalvation buy, 
Buy wine, and milk, and goſpel grace.' 
Come to the living waters, come, 
Sinners, obey your Maker's call! 
Return, ye weary wand'rers, home, 


| And find my grace reach'd out to all. 


— — 
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See from the rock a fountain riſes 7 
For you in healing ftreams it rolls: 
Money ye need 4 x5 nor price, 
Ye lab' ring, a) ſin-ſick ſouls. 


Nothing ye in exchange ſhall give, 
Leave all ye have, and are, behind: 

Frankly the gift of God receive. 
Pardon Ry peace in Jeſus find. 


HYMN CCXXVL:; 
AP roſped of Heaven makes. Death eaſy, 


HERE is a land of pure delight, 
Where ſaints immortal reign: : 
Infinite day excludes the niche: 
And pleaſuxes haniſh pain. 


There everlaſting ſpring abides, 
And —— ring flow'rs: 
Death, like a narrow ſea, divides 
This heav'nly land from ours. 


Sweet fields, beyond the ſwelling flood, 
Stand dreſt in living green; 


So to the Jews old Canaan ſtood, | 
While Jordan roll'd between. 


But tim'rous mortals ſtart and ſhrink, 
To croſs this narrow ſea; 

And linger, ſhiv'ring on the brink, 
Afraid to . away. 
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Oh! could we find our doubts remove, 
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Thoſe gloomy doubts that riſe, 


And ſee the Canaan that we love, 
With unbeclouded eyes! 


Could we but climb where Moſes ſtood, 


And view the landſcape o'er, 
Not Jordan's ſtream, nor death's cold flood 
Should fright us from the ſhore. 


HYMN CCXXVI. 
The ſuppoſed Song of a Soul juft entered Heaven, 
KY was-unbelieving I, - 


Trembling; ſo afraid to die? 


Nou my feet in ſafety ſtand 


Here within the promis'd land. 
ich N Hallelujah. 

O what wond'rous grace is here! | ö 

Now I'm ſafe from ev'ry fear; 

Sin and doubts are ever gone, 

Sighing ſhall no more be known. 


Henceforth neither grief, nor pain; ( 
Here 2 reign'; 

All things our hoſannas raiſe, 
O, the glories of this place! 


O, ye perfect happy ones 
Let me try to join your tunes; 
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Come, let us exalt the Lamb, 


Singing ever to his name, 
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He our full redemption wrought, 
He for us this glory bought : 
From the earth he calls us home, 
To our Father's houſe we're come. 


Oft in Kedar's tents I try'd, 

When my God his face did hide, 
With my friends to raiſe this ſong, 
But it languiſh'd on my tongue. 
Jeſus now unveils his face ; 

Here I ſhout of ſov'reign grace; 
Fill'd with love inceſſant cry 


Io his praiſe in raptures high. 


O my drooping friends below, 
Did you half this glory know, 
Daily would you ſtretch the wing, 
Here to fly, and thus to ſing. i 


My heart doth ſing for joy; 
And ſing I muſt, a Chriſt J have, 
Oh what a Chriſt have I! 


My Chriſt he is the Lord of lords, 
He is the Kang of kings; 

He is the Sun © Righteouſneſs, 
With healing in his wings. 

He is my meat, he is my drink, 


My phyfic, and my health: 
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HYMN CCXXVIII. Chriſt all in all. 
I'VE found the pearl of greateſt price, 
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* n my ſtrength, my joy, my crown, 


y glory, and my wealth, 


He is my father, and my friend, 
My brother, and my love ; 

My head, my hope, my counſellor, 
My advocate . 


My Chriſt he is the heav'n of env! ns, 
My Chriſt what ſhall I call ? 

He is my firſt, he 1s my laſt, 
He is my All m All. 


All glory to the God of love, 
One God in perſons Three; 

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
One equal glory be. 


HYMN CCXXIX. The ſame, 


MV God, my life, my love, 

Io thee, to thee I call; 

I cannot live if thou remove, 
For thou art All in All. 


Thy ſhining grace can cheer, 
This dungeon where I dwell ; 
Tis paradiſe when thou art wall 
It thou depart tis hell. 
The ſmilings of thy face, 
How amiable they are! 
Tis heav'n to reſt in thine embrace, 
And no-where elſe but there. 


L308. 1 

To thee, and thee alone, 
The angels owe their bliſs; 

They ſet around thy gracious throne, 
And dwell where Jeſus is. 


Not all the harps above, 

Can make a heav'nly place, 

If God his reſidence remove, 
Or but conceal his face. 


Nor earth, nor all the ſky, 
Can one delight afford ; 

No, not a drop of real joy, 
Without thy preſence, Lord, 


'Thou art the ſea of love 
Where all my pleaſures roll; 
The circle where my paſſions move, 
And centre of my ſoul. 
To thee my ſpirit fly, 
With infinite defire : 
And yet how far from thee J lie! 
Dear Jeſus, raiſe me higher, 


HYMN CCXXX. 


Chrift precious to a Believer, 


ESUS, I love thy charming name, 
Tis muſic to my ear; 

ain would I ſound it out ſo loud, 

That earth and 2 might hear. 
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Yes, thou art precious to my ſoul, 
My tranſport and my truſt; 
Jewels to thee are gaudy toys, 
And gold is ſordid duſt, 


All my capacious pow'r can wiſh, 
In thee moſt richly meet : 

Nor to my eyes is light ſo dear, 
Nor friendſhip half ſo ſweet, 


O, may thy grace ſtil] cheer my heart, 
And ſhed its fragrance there; 

'The nobleſt balm of all its wounds, 
The eordial of its care, 

I'II ſpeak the honours of thy name, 
With my laſt lab'ring breath; 

When ſpeechleſs, claſp thee in my arms, 
My joy in life and death, 


. HYMN CCXXXI, 
- Chrift is our Righteouſneſs, 
ESU, thy blood and righteouſneſs, 
My beauty are, my glorious dreſs ; 
idſt flaming worlds, in theſe array'd, 
With joy ſhall I lift up my head. 
When from the duſt of death I riſe, 
To claim my manſion in the ſkies, 


E'en then ſhall this be all my plea, 
Fe Jeſus hath liv'd and dy'd tor me, 
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Bold ſhall I ſtand in that great day; 
For who ought to my charge ſhall lay? 
Fully, thro” thee, abſolv'd I am, 
From fin and fear, from guilt and ſhame, 


Thus Abraham; the friend of God, 
Thus all the armies bought with blood, 
Saviour of ſinners thee proclaim ; 
Sinners, of whom the chief I am. 


This righteouſneſs the ſame appears, 
When ruin'd nature ſinks in years; 
No age can change its glorious hue, 
The robe of Chrift is ever new. 


O let the dead now hear thy voice, 
Now bid thy baniſh'd ones rejoice ; 
Their beauty this, their glorious dreſs, 


- Jeſus, the Lord our righteouſneſs, 


HYMN CCXXXII. A divine Rapture, 
FROM thee, my God, my joys ſhall riſe, 
And run eternal rounds ; 
Beyond the limits of the ſkies, 
And all created bounds, 
The holy triumph of my ſoul, 
Shall death itſelf out-brave z 
Leave dull mortality behind, 
And fly beyond the grave. 


There, where my bleſſed Jeſus reignsz 
In heav'n's unmeaſur'd ſpace, 
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I'll ſpend a long eternity, 
In pleaſure and in praiſe, 

Millions of years my wond'ring eyes, 
Shall o'er thy beauties rove z 

And endleſs ages I'll adore, 
The glories of thy love. 


Sweet Jeſus, ev'ry ſmile of thine, 


Shall freſh endearments bring) 
A thouſand taites of new delight, 
From all thy graces ſpring. 


Haſte, my beloved, fetch my ſoul, 
Up to thy bleſt abode ; 

Fly, for my ſpirit longs to ſee 

My Saviour, and my God. 


HYMN CCXXXIII. 
God our only Happineſs. 


Y God, my portion and my love, 
My everlaſting all; 

I've none but thee in heav'n above, 
Or on this earthly ball, 


What empty things are all the ſkies, 
And this inferior clod ! 


There's nothing here deſerves my joys, 
There's nothing like my God. 


In vain the bright, the burning ſun, 
Scatters his feeble light; 
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"Tis thy ſweet beams create my noon 
If thou withdraw, tis night. 


And whilſt upon my reſtleſs bed, 
Amidft the ſhades I roll, 

If my Redeemer ſhews his head, 
"Tis morning with my ſoul. 

To thee I owe my wealth and friends; 
And health, aud ſafe abode ; 

I praiſe thy name for all theſe things; 
But they are not my God; 

How vain a toy is glitt'ring wealth, 
If once compar'd to thee : 

And what's my ſafety or my health, 
Or all my friends to me ? 


Were I poſſeſſor of the earth, 
And call'd the ſtars my own ; 
Without thy graces, and thyſelf; 
I were a wretch undone. 
Let others ſtretch their arms like ſeas 
And graſp in all the ſhore; 
Grant me the viſits of thy face; 
And I deſire no more. 


HYMN CCXXXIV. A Sinner's Prayer. 


(322 of my ſalvation, hear, 
And help me to believe ; 
Simply would I now draw near; 


Thy bleflings to receive; 
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Full of gnilt, alas, I am, 
But to thy wounds for refuge flee z 
Friend of ſinners, ſpotleſs Lamh, 
Thy blood was ſhed for me. 


Standing now as newly ſlain, 
To thee I lift mine eye; 
Balm of all my grief and pain, 
Thy blood is always nigh : 
Now, as yeſterday the ſame, 
'Thou art and will for ever be, 
Friend of ſinners, ſpotleſs Lamb, 
Thy blood was ſhed for me. 


Nothing have 1, Lord, to pay, 
Nor can thy grace procure ; 
Empty ſend me not away, 
For I, thou know'ſt am poor : 
Duſt and aſhes is my name, 
My all is fin and miſery; 
Friend of finners, ſpotleſs Lamb, 
'Thy blood was ſhed for me. 


Without money, without price, 
I come thy love to buy; 
From myſelf I turn mine eyes, 
The chief of ſinners I. 
Take, O rake me as I am, 
And let me loſe myſelf in thee, 
Friend of finners, ſpotleſs Lamb, 
Thy blood was ſhed for me, 
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HYMN CCXXXV. Sitting at Teſus's Feet. 


SWEET the moments, rich in bleſſing, 
Which before the croſs I ſpend: 
Life, and health, and peace poſſeſſing, 
From the finners dying friend : 
Here I'll fit for ever viewing 
Mercy's ſtreams in ſtreams of blood; 
Precious drops my ſoul bedewing, 
Plead and claim my peace with God, 
Truly bleſſed is this ſtation, 
Low before his croſs to he ; 
While I ſee divine compaſſion 
Floating in his languid eye; 
Here it is I find my heaven, 
© While upon the Lamb I gaze; 
Love I much ?—Pve much torgiven— 
I'm a miracle of grace. 
Love and grief e dividing, 
With my tears his feet I'll bathe; 
Conſtant ſtill in faith abiding, 
Life deriving from his death. 
May I ſtill enjoy this feeling, 
In all need to Jeſus go; 
Prove his wounds each day more healing) 
And himſelt more deeply know, 


HYMN CCXXXVI. 
Communion with Jeſus. 


OME, deſcend, O heav'nly Spirits 
Fan each ſpark into a flame; 
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Bleſſings let us now inherit, 

Bleſſings that we cannot name: 
Whilſt hoſannas we are ſinging, 

May our hearts in rapture move; 
Feel new grace in them ſtill ſpringing, 

Breathe the air of pureſt love. 


Let us ſail in grace's ocean, 
Float on that unbounded ſea; 
Guided into pure devotion, 
Kept from paths of error free; 
On thy heav'nly manna feeding, 
Screen'd from ev'ry envious foe; 
Love, O love for ſinners bleeding, 
All for thee we would forego. 
Keep us, Lord, ſtill in communion, 
Daily nearer drawn to thee ; 
Sinking in the ſweeteſt union, 
Of that heart-felt myſtery : 
Keep us ſafe from each deluſion, 
Well protected from all harms 
Free from fin, and all confuſion, 
Circle us within thine arms, 


HYMN CCXXXVII. 
TFuftificatiom by Faith. 


VAIN are the hopes the ſons of men 
On their own works have built ; 
Their hearts by nature all unclean, 
And all their actions guilt; 
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Let Jew and Gentile ſtop their moutRs, 
Without a murm'ring word ; 

And the whole race of Adam ſtand 
Guilty before the Lord. 


In vain we aſk God's righteous law 
To juſtify us now: 

Since to convince, and to condemn, 
Is all the law can do. 


Jeſus, how glorious is thy grace, 
When in thy name we truſt : 


—» 


PTSD 
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Our faith receives a righteouſneſs | . rhe 
That makes the ſinner juſt, = 
HYMN CCXXXVIII. 8 : = 

This is the V. ictory that overcometh the Warld, A 1 5 + 


even our Faith, = Ms 
() Tell me no more of this world's vain 


ſtore ; 
The time for ſuch trifles with me now is o'er. 


A country I've found where true joys abound; 
To dwell I'm determin'd on that happy 
ground, ; 


No mortal doth know what he can beſtow, 

What light, ſtrength, and comfort; go after 
him, go. 

Lo onward I move, and, but Chriſt above, 

None gueſſes how wond'rous my journey will 
proves 
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Great ſpoils I ſhall win, from death, hell and 
ſin: 
Midſt outward affliction, ſhall feel Chriſt 
within. 
Perhaps for his name, poor duſt as I am, 
= | Some works] ſhall finiſh with glad loving aim. 
W | 1 6ill, which is beſt, ſhall in his dear breaft, 
= | As at the beginning, find pardon and reſt. 
And when I'm to die, © receive me,“ I'll cry, 
For Jeſus hath lov'd me, I cannot ſay why. 
But this I do find, we two are ſo join'd, 
He'll not live in glory, and leave me behind, 


HYMN CCXXXIX. 


T he Love of Chrift conflraineth us, 
2 Cor. v. 14. 


APPY the heart where graces reign 
Where love inſpires the breaſt ; 
Love is the brighteſt of the train, 
And ſtrengthens all the reſt. 


Knowledge, alas! is all in vain, 
And all in vain our fear; 

Our ſtubborn fins will fight and reign, 
It love be abſent there. | 


"Tis love that makes our active feet, 
In ſwift obedience move ; 

The devils know, and tremble too; 
But Satan cannot love. 
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This is the grace that lives and ſings, 
When faith and hope ſhall ceaſe ; 
*Tis this ſhall ſtrike our joyful ſtrings, 
In the ſweet realms of bliſs, 


Before we quite ſorſake our clay, 
Or leave this poor abode, 
The wings of love bear us away 


To ſee our ſmiling God, | 


HYMN CCXL. Chrift the way to God, 


ESUS,, my all, to heav'n is gone 
He that I plac'd my hopes upon: 
is track I ſee, and I'll purſue 
The narrow way till him I view, 


'The way the holy prophets went, 

'The road that leads from baniſhment, 
The king's highway of holineſs, j 
I'II go! for all his paths are peace. = 
This is the way I long have ſought, F 


And mourn'd becauſe I found it not ; | = 
My grief, my burden long has been, | 
Becauſe I could not ceaſe from fin, | 
The more I ſtrove againſt its pow'r, | 


J finn'd and ſtumbled but the more: 
Till late J heard my Saviour ſay, 
55 Come hither, ſoul, for I'm the way.“ 
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Loy glad I come, and thou dear Lamhy 
Shalt take me tothee as I am; 
Nothing but fin I thee can give, 

Yet help me, and thy praiſe I'll lire, 


I'll tell to all poor finners round, 
What a dear Saviour I have found ; 
I'll point to thy redeeming blood, 
Pos; ſay, © Behold the way to God.“ 


HYMN CCXLI, 
Come and welcome to Teſus Chriſt, 


(COME, ye ſinners, poor and wretched, 
Weak and wounded, fick and fore ; 
Jeſus ready ſtands to ſave you, 
Full of pity, join'd with power ; 
He is able, he is able, he is able: 
He is willing: doubt no more. 


Ho! ye needy, come and welcome; 
God's free bounty glorify, 

True belief, and true repentance, 

Ev'ry grace that brings us nigh, 

| Without money, without money, &e. 
Come to Jeſus Chriſt, and buy, 


Loet not conſcience make you linger, 
> Nor of fitneſs fondly dream, 
All the fitneſs he requireth, 
Is to feel your need of him; 
This he gives you, this he gives you, & 
Tis the Spirit's riſing beam, 
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Come, ye weary, heavy laden, 
Bruis'd and mangled by the fall; 
If you tarry till you're better, 
You will never come at all : 
Not the righteous, not the righteous, &cy 
Sinners Teſus came to call, 
View him grov'ling in the garden ; 
Lo, your Maker proftrate lies ! 
On the bloody tree behold him ; 
Here him cry before he dies— 
It his finiſh'd, it is finiſh'd, &c. 
Sinner, will not this ſuffice ? 
Lo, th' incarnate God, aſcended 
Pleads the merit of his blood ; 
Venture on him, venture wholly ; 
Let no other truſt intrude. 
None but Jeſus, none but Jeſus, &c, 
Can do helpleſs ſinners good. 
Saints and angels join'd in concert, 
Sing the praiſes of the Lamb : 
While the blaſsful ſeats of heaven, 
Sweetly echo with his name. 
Hallelujah! hallelujah ! hallelujah ! - 
Sinners here may ſing the ſame, 


HYMN CCXLII, „ 
Chriſt's Call and (through grace } the Sinner's Bo: 


Acceptance. 
ESU, thou doſt cry aloud, 
« Singers haſten to my blood; 
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216] 
Though as black as hell within, 
Vet my blood ſhall waſh you clean. 


View me in the manger lying; 
View me panting, bleeding, dying; 
In my pierced ſide here's room, 
Ev'ry drop of blood cries come.“ 


Lord, I here thy gracious call; 
Proſt rate at thy feet J fall, 

All poor ſinners thou call'ſt home, 
I'm a ſinner, lo I come. 


Satan, Lord, hath me diſtreſt, 
I am naked, void of reſt; 

All my nature's full of fin, 

O Tm all unclean, unclean. 


« Yes, my child, I know it all, 
But thy guilt on me did fall ; 
By the ſhedding of my blood, 
'Thou art reconcil'd to God. 


Art thou naked, in diſtreſs, 

Here's the robe of righteouſneſs, 

Here's my blood to cleanſe thy heart; 
Clothe thee, waſh thee, mine thou art.“ 


Satan, heareſt thou thy doom, 
5 my deliv'rer's come; 
aſſion, unbelief, and pride, 


| Hence be gone, for Chriſt has died. 
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Hail, my Jeſus, Lord and God! | 1 1 
Take the purchaſe of thy blood; 5 


Thou didſt give thyſelf for me, N 
Lo; I give myſelf to thee, : 


HYMN CCXIIII. Deubts ſcattered, 0 


FENCE from my ſoul ſad thoughts, be | 
* And leave me to my joys; (gone, 1 
My tongue ſhall triumph in my God, 1 
And make a joyful noiſe. "2 0 

Darkneſs and doubts had veil'd my mind,; 2 

And drown'd my eyes in tears, — 

Till ſov'reign grace with ſhining rays, 8 

Diſpell'd my glomy ſears. 3 

O, what immortal joys I felt, 4 

And 3 all divine, * 

When Jeſus told me, I was his, = 

And my beloved mine ! - 

In vain the tempter frights my ſoul, % 

And breaks my peace in vain ; 

| One glimpſe, dear Saviour, of thy face 

* Revives my joys again. 
HYMN CCXIIV. They crucified him. 3 
O Love divine, what haſt thou done ! RI 
Th' immortal God hath dy'd for me; 3 
The Father's co- eternal Son | 08 


| Bore all my ſins upon the tree z 
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I' immortal God for me hath dy'd; 
My Lord, my love is crucify'd ! 
Behold him, all ye that paſs by, 
The bleeding Prince of Life and Peace; 
Come, ſee, ye worms, your Maker die, 
And ſay, was ever grief like his! 
Come, feel, with me, his blood apply'd ; 
My Lord, my love, is crucity'd ! 
Is crucify'd for me and you, 
To bring us rebels back to God ; 
Believe, believe the record true, 
That we are bought with Jeſu's blood 
Pardon and life flow from his ſide, 
My Lord, my love, is crucify'd. 
Then let us fit beneath his croſs, 
And gladly catch the healing ſtream ; 
All things for him account but loſs, 
And give up all our hearts to him; 
Of nothing ſpeak or think beſide, 
My Lord, my love, is crucify'd ! 


HYMN CCXLV. Calvary. 


| LBB of God, whoſe bleeding love 


We now recal to mind, 
Send the anſwer from above, 
And let us mercy find ; 
Think on us, who think on thee, 


And ev'ry ſtruggling ſoul releaſe, 
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O remember Calvary, 
And bid us go in peace. 
By thy agonizing pain, 
And bloody ſweat we pray 
By thy dying love to man, 
Take all our fins away; 
Burſt our bonds, and ſet us free, 
From all iniquity releaſe, 
O remember, &c, 
Let thy blood by faith apply'd, 
The ſinner's pardon ſeal ; 
Speak us freely juſtify'd, 
And all our ſickneſs heal: 
By thy paſſion on the tree, 
Let all our griefs and troubles ceaſe ; 
| O remember, &c, 
Never would we hence depart, 
Till thou our wants relieve; 
rite forgiveneſs on each heart, 
And all thine image give; 
Still our ſouls ſhall cry to thee, 
Till all renew'd in holineſs; 
O remember Calvary, 
And bid us go in peace. 


HMN CCXLVI. The Stony Heart, 
0 Of » for a glance of heav'nly day! 

; To take this ſtubborn ſtone away: 
And thaw, with beams of love divine, 
'This heart, this frozen heart of mine ! 
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Ti. 280: | 
The rocks can rend; the earth can quake 
The ſeas can roar; the mountains ſhake ; 
Of feeling all things ſhew ſome ſign, 
But this unfeeling heart of mine! 


To hear the ſorrows thou haſt felt, 
Dear Lord, an adamant would melt ; 
But I can read each moving line, 

And nothing move this heart of mine! 


Thy judgments too unmov'd J hear. 
(Amazing thought!) which devils fear 
Goodneſs and wrath in vain combine 
Jo ſtir this ſtupid heart of mine 

But ſomething yet can do the deed, 
And that dear ſomething much I need ; 
Thy ſpirit can from droſs refine, 

And move and melt this heart of mine. 


HYMN CCXLVII. The fame. 

W HEN ſhall my frozen heart revive ? 

When ſhall my ſoul begin to hve ? 
Fetter'd with fin, oppreſt with death, 
I pant, yet hopeleſs pant for breath. 
Yet againſt hope, I fain would hope, 
O that the Lord would raiſe me up; 
Would all my unbelief deſtroy, 
And let me taſte his people's joy. | 
Come, Breath of Life, inſpire my ſoul, 
Qn me let ſtreams of mercy roll; - 


T know, a tender glance from thee, 
Can ſet my burthen'd ſpirit free, 


Peter's experience tells me ſo, 

Tells me what Jeſu's look can do; 
The harden'd heart at once it turns, 
The icy ſoul it melts and burns. 


Lord, kindly reach this heart of mine: 

I'd pant to be entirely thine ; 

To have thy Spirit rule in me; 

And bring me into liberty. 

HYMN CCXLVIIL Chrift is All in All. 

JO all my wvilencſs, Chriſt 1s glory bright, 
To all my mir ries, infinite delight — 


To all my ig rance, wiſe without compare, 
To my deformity, th' eternal fair — 


Sight to my blindneſs--to my meanneſs, weal(gy 


Life to my death. and to my /ickneſs, health, 
To darkneſs, light—my liberty in thrall — 
What ſhall I ſay? my Chritt is 4/1 in A. 
HYMN CCXLIX. 
At the Coming of a Miniftes. 
WV Elcome, welcome, bleſſed ſervant, 
Meſſenger of Jeſu's grace; 

O, how beautiful the feet of 

Him that brings good news of peace ! 
Welcome herald, welcome herald, &c. 


Pricf of God, thy pcople's joy, 
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Saviour, bleſs his meſſage to us, 

Give us hearts, to hear the ſounds 
Of redemption, dearly purchas'd 

By thy death and precious wounds 3 
O reveal it, O reveal it, &c. 

To our poor and helpleſs ſouls. 


Give reward of grace and glory 
To thy faithſul lab'rer dear : 

Let the incenſe of our hearts, be 
Offer'd up, in faith and pray'r ; 

Bleſs, O bleſs him, bleſs, O bleſs him, &c. 
Now, henceforth, for evermore, 


HYMN CCL. Not aſbamed of the Go/pel, 


['M not aſham'd to own my Lord, 
Or to defend his cauſe ; 

Maintain the honour of his word, 
The glory of his croſs, 


| Jeſus, my God; I know his name, 


His name 1s all my truſt ; 
Nor will he put my ſoul to ſhame, 
Nor let my hope be loſt. 


Firm as his throne his promiſe ſtands, 
And he can well ſecure 


What I've committed to his hands, 


Till the deciſive hour. 


Then will he own my worthleſs name, 
Before his father's face, 


[ 223 ] 
And in the new Jeruſalem, 
Appoint my ſoul a place, 
HYMN CCLI. Chrif's dying Love, 
How condeſcending, and how kind, 
Was God's eternal Son ; 
Our mis'ry reach'd his heav'nly mind, 
And pity brought him down. 
When juſtice, by our fins provok'd, 
Drew forth its dreadful ſword, 
a? rn his ſoul up to the ſtroke, 
Without a murm'ring word.) 
(He ſunk beneath our heavy woes, 
To raiſe us to his throne ; 


There's not a gift his hand beſtows, 
But colt his — a groan.) 

This was compaſſion like a God, 
That when the Saviour knew, 

The price of pardon was his blood, 
His pity n'er withdrew. 

Now though he reigns exalted high, 
His love is till as great; 

Well he remembers Calvary, 
Nor let our ſouls forget, 


HYMN CCLII, 


For a Miniſter confined from attending . 
Ordinances on the Lord u- Day. 


IN ſilent ſadneſs I'm condemn'd 
To ſpend this ſacted day; 
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ban! 
Not ſuffer'd to approach thy courts; 
To ſing, and preach, and pray. 
My willing feet with joy have trod 
Thy palaces of grace; 
The dwellings of my King, my God, 
Where ſaints behold thy face. 


To Zion's o 'ning gates, this day, 
Th' aſſembling armies move; 

The goſpel-trumpet ſweetly ſounds, 
With pardon, peace and love. 


The bleſſed ſaints, with hearts and tongues 
Unite to ſing thy praiſe ; 

With ears ks in rapture held, 
By meſſages of grace. 


May they thy glories, Lord behold, 
And feed on heav'nly food; 

May living waters fill their ſouls, 
By grace and ſtrength renew'd. 
Whilſt I'm a priſs'ner in thy chains, 

In darkneſs, grief, and pain, 
May I one beam of love divine, 
One crumb of grace obtain. 


May mercy's hand direct thy rod, 
Thy pow'r my ſoul uphold ; 

The droſs and tin purge all away, 
And brighten all the gold. 
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May ev'ry fin be now deſtroy'd, 


And ev'ry grace made ſtrong ; 


- Give health, and eaſe, and ſtrength again, 


And grace ſhall be my ſong. 


HYMN CCLIII. For a Public Faſt, 
LEP, look on all aſſembled here, 


Who in thy preſence ſtand, 
To offer up united pray r, 
For this our ſinful land. 


Oft have we, each in private, pray d 


Our country might ſind grace; 


Now hear the ſame petitions made, 


In this appointed place, 
Or, if amongſt us ſome be met 
So careleſs of their ſin, 


Who have not cry'd for mercy yet, 


Lord, let them now begin. 


Thou, by whoſe death poor ſinners live, 


By whom their pray'rs ſucceed ; 


Thy ſpir't of ſupplication give, 
And we ſhall pray indeed. 


We will not flack, nor give thee reſt, 


But importune thee ſo, 


That till we ſhall be by thee bleſt, 


We will not let thee go, 


Great God of hoſts, del:v'rance bring; 


Guide thoſe that hold the helm; 
Support the ſtate; preſerve the king; 


And {pare the guilty realm, 
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Or, ſhould the dread decree be paſt, 
And we muſt feel thy rod, 

May faith and patience hold us faſt 
To our correcting God. 


Whatever be our diſtin'd caſe, 
Accept us in thy Son; 

Give us his goſpel, and his grace, 
And then thy will be done. 


HYMN CCLIV. 
Aſcribing ta God the Praiſe of aur Salvation, ] 
How empty was our former boaſt, 
Our fooliſhneſs of pride, 
When in ourſelves we put our truſt, 
And on our works rely'd. 


Strong in the freedom of our will, 
Firm in our nature's pow*rs, | 
We thought to gain the heav'nly hill, 


And ſeize the crown as ours. 


Our good deſires, our hearts ſincere, 
Our beſt endeavours ſtood, 
J atone for our tranſgreſſions here, 


In place of Jeſu's blood. 


Alas for us! we knew not then, 
His blood and righteouſneſs ; 
Thro' which alone the ſons of gzen 

Are ſav'd by richeſt grace, 
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But now, O gracious God, thy love 
Hath taught us better things ; 0 
Our all is giv'n us from above, 73 
From thee ſalvation ſprings. 
Freely thy love delights to ſave, 


And ranſoms without price ; 3 ; 

But only that which Jeſus gave, Þ 

Our bleeding ſacrifice. ap 

We own the ſole procuring cauſe, 3 

That precious blood divine ; = 

bl 3% 9 

And ſince our Jeſus dy'd for us, 3 
May we live ever thine. 8 

8 

HYMN CCLYV. Chriſt a fare Guides ve 


(3vIDE me, O thou great Jehovah, 
Pilgrim, through this barren land; 
J am weak but thou art mighty, 

Hold me with thy pow'rful hand: 
Bread of Heav'n, Bread of Heav'n, 
Feed me till I want no more. 


Open now the chryſtal fountain, 
Whence the healing ſtreams do flow; 
Let the fiery cloudy pillar 
Lead me all my journey through : 
Strong Deliv'rer, Strong Deliv'rer, 
Be thou ſtill my ſtrength and ſhield. 


When I tread the verge of Jordan, 
Bad my anxious fears ſubſide: 
U 


| 
| 
1 


. 
Death of deaths, and hell's deſtruction, 
Land me ſafe on Canaan's ſide: 


Songs of praiſes, ſongs of praiſes, 
J will ever give to thee, 


HYMN CCLVI. | 
A warm Coal for a cold Hearts 


USING on my habitation, | 
Mufing on my heav'nly home, | 


Fills my ſoul with holy longing, 
Come, my Jeſus, quickly come; 

Vanity is all I ſee, 

Lord, I long to be with thee, 


HYMN CCLVI, 
A whole Heart for Chriſt. 


Lek, make me faithful to my call, 
In heart ſtill truly give up all, 
Myſelf to thee reſign: 
When dangers threaten me around, 
Invincible may I be found, 
Never thy will decline. 
My feet with holy oil anoint, | 
The deſtin'd path thou doſt appoint, 
Gladly I then will tread; 
Bedew me with a genial ſhow'r, 
Into my heart thy influence pour, 
With living manna fed, 
A ſingle eye, a faithful heart, 
My Jeſus, to thy child impart, 


OY 
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In ev'ry trying hour : 
Reas'ning's tormenting thoughts prevent, 
Still keep my eye on thee intent, 

Till ſight my faith o'erpow'r. 


HYMN CCLVIII. A Sinner's laſt Shift, 


QAVIOUR, canſt thou love a traitor ? 
Canſt thou love a child of wrath ? 
Can a hell deſerving creature, 
Be the purchaſe of thy death ? 
Is thy blood ſo efficacious 
As to make my nature clean? 
Is thy ſacrifice ſo precious, 
As to free me from my ſin. 


Sin on ev'ry hand ſurrounds me, 
No acquittance can I here; 
Pangs of unbelief confound me, 

Help me, Lord, my grief to bear; 
Here then is my reſolution, 

At thy deareſt feet to fall ; 
Here I'll meet my condemnation, 

Or a freedom from my thrall. 


Now deny thy grace and mercy 
If thou canſt, to wretched me z 
Lay aſide thy love and pity, 
If thou canſt, and let me die 
If I meet with condemnation, 


Juſtly I deſerve the ſame ; 
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If I meet with free ſalvation, 
I will magnify thy name. 


HYMN CCLIX. 


lam the God of Abraham. 


Tux God of Abrah'm praiſe, 
Who reigns enthron'd above; 
Ancient of everlaſting days, 
And God of love; 
Jehovah, Great I Am! 
By earth and heav'n confeſt ; 
I bow, and bleſs the ſacred name, 
For ever bleſt. 


The God of Abrah'm praiſe, 
At whoſe ſupreme command 
From earth I'd riſe and ſeek the joys 
At thy right hand: 
T'd all on earth forſake, 
Its wiſdom, fame, and power; 
And him my only portion make, 
My ſhield, and tower, 


The God of Abrah'm praiſe, 
Whoſe all- ſufficient grace 
Shall guide me all my happy days, 

In all his ways; 
He calls a worm his friend! 
He calls himſelf my God! 
And he ſhall ſave me to the end, 
Thyzough Jeſu's blood, 
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He by himſelf hath ſworn, 
Jon his oath depend, 
- T ſhall on eagles' wings up-borne, 
To heav'n aſcend ; 
I ſhall behold his face, 
I ſhall his pow'r adore, 
And ſing the wonders of his grace 
"Or evermore. 


PART THE SECOND. 


HO' nature's ſtrength decay, 
And earth and hell withſtand, 
To Canaan's bounds I urge my way, 
At his command : 
The wat'ry deep I paſs, 
With Jeſus in my view; 
And thro' the howling wilderneſs 
My way purſue, 


The goodly land I ſee, 
With peace and plenty bleſt, 
A land of ſacred liherty, 
And endleſs reſt: 
There milk and honey flow, 
And oil and wine abound ; 
And trees of lite for ever grow, 
With mercy crown'd, 


There dwells the Lord our Kingy 
The Lord our righteouſneſs, 
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Triumphant o'er the world and ſin, 
The Prince of Peace: 
On Sion's ſacred height g 
His kingdom ſtill maintains; 
And glorious, with the ſaints of light, 


For ever reigns. 
He keeps his own ſecure, 


He guards them by his ſide, 
Arrays in garments white and pure, 
His ſpotleſs bride : : 
With ſtreams of ſacred bliſs, f 
With groves of living joys, 
With all the fruits of paradiſe 
He ſtill ſupplies, 


PART THE THIRD. 


EFORE the great Three-One 
They all exulting ſtand ; 

And tell the wonders he hath done | 
Through all their land; | | 

The lining ſpheres attend, 1 
And {well the growing fame; 
And ſing, in ſongs that never end, N 

The wond'rous Name. 


The God who reigns on high, 
The great archangels ſing, 
And « Holy, Holy, Holy,” ery, 
«Almighty King! 
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« Who Was, and Is, the ſame, 
« Andevermore Shall Be; 
ce Tehovah—Father—Great I Am! 
cc We worſhip Thee.“ 
Before the Saviour's face 
The ranſom'd nations bow; 
O' erwhelm'd at his almighty grace, 
For ever new: 
He ſhews his prints of love 
They kindle to a flame! 
And ſound, through all the worlds above 
The flaughter'd Lamb. 


The whole triumpharit hoſt 
Give thanks to God on high; 
Hail, Father, Son, and Holy hot, 
They ever cry; 
Hail, Abraham's God—and mine ! 
J join the heav'nly lays, 
' All might and majeſty are thine, 
| And endleſs praiſe. 


HYMN CCLX, 
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HY mercy, my God, 
Is the theme of my ſong, 
The joy of my heart, 
And the boaſt of my tongue; 
Thy free grace alone, 


From rhe firſt to the laſs, 
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Has won my affections, 
And bound my ſoul faſt, 
Without thy ſweet mercy 
I could not hve here : 
Sin ſoon would reduce me 
To utter deſpair : 
But, through thy free goodneſs, 
My ſpirits revive ; 
And he that firſt made me, 
Still keeps me alive. | 
-Whene'er 1 miſtake, i 
'Thy kind mercy begins 
To melt me, and then 
I can mourn for my fins ; 
And, ted by thy fpirit 
To Jeſus's blood, 
My ſorrows are dry'd 
And my ſtrength is renew'd. 
Thy mercy is more 


r SW 


ay 
— 


9 A 1 


1 1 
* * r 


n N 


18 


TGA 
Era 

— +. — 
— 


. 
4 148 „ 4 
* = Fe. 


'Than a match for my heart, . 
Which wonders to feel 3 
Its own hardneſs depart : | 
Diſſolv'd by thy preſence, > 


I fall to the ground, 4 

And weep to the praiſe of 0 

The mercy 1 found. 

The doors of thy mercy 
Stand open all day, 

To the poor and the needy 

Who knock by the way 
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Thy mercy is endleſs, 
Moſt tender and free; 

No finner need doubt, 
Since *tis given to me. 


Dear Father, thy merciful” 

Word 1s my all; 
Thy promiſe ſupports me 

When ready to fall ; 
When enemies croud, 

To cauſe doubt and deſpair, 
I conquer them all 

By thy ſpirit of pray'r. 
'Thy mercy in Jeſus 

Exempts me from hell ; 
Of thy mercy I'll ſing, 

Of thy mercy I'll tell: 
Twas Jeſus my friend, 

When he hung on the tree, 
'That open'd the channel 

Of mercy for me, 


Great Father of mercies, 
Thy goodneſs I own, 
And the covenant-love 
Of thy crucify'd Son: 
All praiſe to the Spirit, 
Whoſe whiſpers divine 
Seal mercy, and pardon, 
And righteouſneſs, mine, 


[ 236 J 
HYMN CCLXI. 


The Lofs of Chrift lamented, from the paff 
Experience of his Love, 
MY time, Oye daughters 
Of Sion, did run 
Moſt ſweetly and ſoftly, 
When Chriſt was my ſun 
Through darkneſs I fearleſs 
Could walk by his light; 
His rays were my comfort, 
His ſhield was my might. 
When Jeſus was with me 
By day or by night, 
Though darkneſs was round me, 
My ſoul was ſtill light; 
My joys and my comforts 
Enraptur'd my mind, 
While under his ſhadow 
I ſweetly reclin'd. 
What time in communion 
With Jeſus I ſpent, 
”T was heaven all over, 
Wherever 1 went ; 
And oft, when his kindneſs 
I've felt on my heart, 
In raptures I pray'd 
He would never depart, 
His mercy and love 
Were the theme of my ſong 


* 
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To praiſe and adore him, 
'The joy of my tongue : 

Io talk of his goodneſs 
yg My daily Celight' 
To think on his kindneſs 
My pleaſure by night. 


But when he his abſent 
My comforts are Pues 
My heart is dejected, 
And hard as a ſtone; 
Nor nature nor creature 
Delight can impart; 
Till Jeſus return, 
The ſole joy of my heart. 


That e'er I ſhould grieve thee, 
| My Lord and my Lamb, 
Sore vexes my ſoul, 
And o'erwhelms me with ſhame ; 
The ſweets of thy favor, 
And love felt before, 
Reſtore, my dear Jeſus, 
And leave me no more. 


4 HYMN CCLXII. Before Sermon. 
OURCE of light and pow'r divine, 

| Deign upon thy truth to ſhine ; 
Lord, behold thy * ſtands, 
Io, to thee he lifts his hands; 

Satisfy his ſoul's deſire, 

Touch his lips with holy fire, 


[ 238 ] 
Oße thy treaſure, ſo ſhall fall 
Unction ſweet on him, on all; 
Till by odours ſcatter'd round, 
Chriſt himſelf be trac'd and found; 
Then ſhall ev'ry raptur'd heart, 
Rich in peace and joy, depart. 


HYMN CCLXIII. The /ame. 


T JEAREST Saviour, help thy ſervant 
To proclaim thy wond'rous love! 
O that ev'ry ſoul here preſent 
May thy grace and truth approve ; 
Bleſs, O bleſs us; Bleſs, O bleſs us, &c, 
From thy ſhining courts above. 
Now thy gracious word invites us 
To partake thy goſpel feaſt: 
Let thy ſpirit now unite us, 
Each to thee a willing gueſt ; 
O receive us; O receive us, &c, 
To thy glorious promis'd reſt, 


HYMN CCLXIV. 


IRM as the earth thy goſpel ſtands, 
My Lord, my hope, my truſt ; 
If I am found in Jeſus hands, 
My ſoul can ne'er be loſt. 


His honour 1s engag'd to ſave 


The meaneſt ot his ſheep ; 
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All that his heav'nly Father gave, 
His Hands ſecurely keep. 
Nor Death nor Hell ſhall e' er remove, 
His Fav'rites from his Breaſt; 
In the dear Boom of his Love, 
They muft for ever reſt. 


H Y MN CCXLYV, 
OTHING but thy Blood, O Jeſus, 
Can reheve us from our Smart; 
Nothing elſe from Guilt releaſe us, 
Nottung elſe can melt the Heart. 


Law and Terrors do but harden, 
All the while they work alone; 
But a ſenſę of Blood-bought Pardon, 
Soon diffolves a heart of Stone. 


Teach us, by thy patient Spirit, 
How to mourn, and not deſpair; 
Let us, leaning on thy Merit, 
Wreſtle hard with God in Pray'r. 
Whatſo'er Afflictions feize us, 
They ſhail profit, if not pleaſe: 
But defend, defend us, Jeſus, 
From Security and Eaſe. 


; HYMN CCLXVI. | 
 F#lefing Graces: or Saints beloved in Chrift. 
4 18 we bleſs thy Father's Name; 
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What heav'nly Bleſſings from his Throne, 
Flow down to Sinners, thro? his Son! 


, Chriſt be my firſt EleQ, he ſaid, 


Before he gave the Mountains Birth, 
Or laid Foundations for the Earth, 


Thus did eternal Love begin, | 
To raiſe us up from Death and Sin; 
Our Characters were then decreed, 
Blameleſs in Love, a holy Seed. 


Predeſtinated to be Sons, 

Born by degrees, but choſe at once z 
A new regenerated Race, 

To praiſe the Glory of his Grace. 


With Chrift our Lord we ſhare our Part, 
In the Affections of his Heart, 

Nor ſhall our Souls be thence remov'd, 
Till he forgets his Firit below d. 


HYMN. CLXVII. 
The Phariſee and Publican, 


EHOLD how Sinners diſagree, 
The Publican and Phariſee; 

One doth his Righteouſneſs proclaim, 

The other qwns his Guilt and Shame. 


This Man at humble Diſtance ſtands, 
And cries for Grace with lifted Hands ; 
That boldly riſes;near the Throne, 
And talks of Duties ze has done. 


Then choſe our Souls, in Chriſt our Head, 
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The Lord their diff rent Language bon, 
And diff rent Anſwers he beſtows; 

The humble Soul with Grace he crowns, 
Whilſt on the Proud his Anger frowns. - 


Dear Father, let me never be 
Join'd with the boaſting Phariſee: 

I have have no Merit of my own, 

But plead the Suff rings of thy Son. 


HYMN CCLXVIII. Thy Kingdom rants 


H when ſhall we ſupremely bleſt, 
Enter into our glorious Reſt; 
Partake the Triumphs of the Sky, 

And Holy, holy, holy, cry ! 


With all thy heav'nly Hoſts, with all 
Thy bieſſed Saints we chen ſhall fall, 

And {ing in Ecſtacy unknown, 
And praiſe thee on thy dazzling Throne. 


HYMN CCLXIX. 


HEE we adore, eternal Namie, 
And humbly own to thee, 
Ho feeble is our mortal Frame, 
What dying Worms we be. 
Waken, O Lord, our drowſy Senſe, 
Io walk this dangerous Road; 


And when our Souls are taken hence, 
May they be found with God. 


Time and Eternity. 


242 
Aſſure me that my worthleſs Name, 

1s graven on thy Hands: 
Shew me ſome Promiſe in thy Book, 


Where my Sa. vation ſtands. 
HYMN CCLXX. 


The Same. 


\INCE.all the downward Tracts of Time, 
God's watchful Eye voy | 
* 


! 'who'ſo wilt to chooſe bur 
And regulate our Ways? | 
Aſſured of his wond*routs Love, | 
Unmeaſutably kind: 
To his unerrin gracious Will, 
Be ev'ry Wiſh reſigned. 
Good whien he gives, ſupremely good, 
Nor jeſs, when he denies; jo 
Ev'n Crofles, from his ſov'reign Hand, 
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Are Bleſings in Diſguite, | 
In thy fair Book of Life divine, «if 

My God, inſcribe my Name; x 
There let it fill ſome humble Place, 

Beneath my Lord the-Lamb. 


Thy Saints, while Ages roll away, 
In endleſs Fame ſurvive: ; 
Their Glories, oer the Wrongs of Time, 


Greatly triumphant, live. | 
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HYMN CCLXXI. 
He has done all Things <vell. Mark vii. 37. 
NOW in a Song of grateful Praiſe, * 
To my dear Lord, my Voice 1 ll raiſe ; 
With all his Saints 1˙II join to tell, 
My Jeſus has done all Things well. 
Al Worlds his glorious Pow'r confeſs, 
* His Wiſdom all his Works expres ; 


But, O his Love! what Tongue can tell! 
My Jeſus has done all 'Things well. 


How ſov'reign, wonderful, and free, 
Has been this Love to ſinful Me? 

This pluck'd me from the Jaws of Hell 
My Jeſus has done all Things well. 


I ſpurn'd his Grace, I broke his Laws, 
And yet he undertook my Cauſe, 

To fave me, tho' I did rebel; 

My Jeſus has done all Things well. 


And fince my Soul has known his Love, 
What Mercies has he made me prove; 
Miercies which do all Praiſe excell; 

My Jeius has done all Things well. 

> Whene'er my Saviour and my God, 0 
> Has on me laid his gentle Rod; 

I know, in all that me befell, 

My jeſus has done all Things well. 

Tho' many a fi'ry flaming Dart, 

The Tempter levels at my Heart; 
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With this I all hi e repell, 
My Jeſus ha done all Things well. 
Sometimes my Lord his Face doth hide, 
To make me pray, or kilt my Pride; 
Vet then it on my mind does dwell, 
My Jeſus has done all Things well. 
Soon ſhall I paſs the Vale of Death, 
And in his Arms ſhall loſe my Breath; 
Vet then my happy Soul ſhall tell, 
My Jefus has dotte all Things well, 
And when to that bright World | riſe, 
And join the Anthem. in the Skies, 
Above the reſt his Note ſhall ſwell, 
My jeſus has done all Things well. 
; HYMN CCLXXII. 
Loot Again, Jonah ii. 4. 
EE a poor Sinner, deareſt Lord, 
— W hoſe Soul, encourag'd by thy Word, 
At Mercy's Footſtool would remgin, 
And there would look, and look again. 


How oft, deceiv'd hy Self and Pride, 
Has my poor Heart been turn'd afide, 
And Jonah like has fled from thee, 
Till thou haſt look'd again on me. 

Ah bring a wretched Wand'rer home, 
And ip thy Footſtppi let me come, 
And tell thee all my Grief and Pain, 
And wait, and look, and lock again, 
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Take Courage, then, my trembling Soul, 
One Look trom Chriſt will make the whole;}. 
Truſt thou in him, tis not in vain, 
But wait, and look, and look again. 
Do Satan's Darts thy Soul moleſt? 
Does dark Deſertion fill thy Breaſt? 
Art thou almoſt with Sorrows ſlain ? 
Yet wait, and look, and took again. 


Do Fears and Doubts thy Soul annoy, 
And thund'ring Lempeits drowu thy Joy? 
And can'ſt thou not one Smile obtain; 

| Yet wait, and look, and look again. 


Look to the Lord, his Word, his Thrane: 

Look to nis Grace, and not your on. 
There wait and look, and-look again; 

” Youlhall not wait, nor look in vain. 
{ Ere long that happy Day will come, 
When 1 ſhall reach my bliſsful Home. 
And when to Glory Lattain, 
O then Pl took, and lock again. 


HYMN CCLXXIII. 
I know: that my Reteemer livetb. job xix. 25, 
2 KNOW that my Redeemer lives, 
1 What Comfort this ſweet Sentence gives! 
He lives, he lives, who once was dead, 
Hie lives, my ever diving Head. 
le lives triamphant from the Grave, 
He lives eternally to iave, 
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He lives all glorious in the ſky, 
He lives exalted there on high. 
Helives to bleſs me with his Love, 
He lives to plead for me above, 
He lives my hungry Soul to feed, 
He lives to help in Time of Need. 


He lives to grant me rich Supply, 
He lives to guide me with his Eye, 
He lives to comfort me when faint, 
He lives to hear my SouPs Complaint. 


He lives to cruſh the Pow'rs of Hell, 
He lives that he may in me dwell, | 
He lives to heal and make me whole, 3 
He lives to guard my feeble Soul. 


He lives to ſilence all my Fears, 

He lives to ſtop and wipe my Tears, 
He lives to calm my troubled Heart, ; 
He lives all Bleſſings to impart. 1 
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He lives my kind, wiſe, heav'nly Friend, 
He lives, and loves me to the End; 

He lives, and while he lives D11 ſing, 

He lives my Prophet, Prieſt, and King. 


He lives, and grants me daily Breath, 
He lives, and | ſhall conquer Death, 
He lives my Manſion to prepare, 

He lives to bring me ſafely there. 


He lives, all Glory to his Name, 
He lives my Jeſus {till the ſame ; 
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O the ſweet Joy this Sentence gives, 
I know that my Redeemer lives 


HYMN. CCLXXIV. Him. Acts v. 31. 
OIN all who love the Saviour's Name, 


And ſing his everlaſti 
reat God, prepare each 
In Him for ever to rejoice. 
Of Him what wond'rous thing s are told, 
In Him what Glories I behold, 
For Him 1 gladly all Things leave; 
| To Him, my Soul, for ever cleuve. 
In Him my Treaſure's all contain'd, 
By Him my feeble Soul's ſuſtain'd; 
From Him | all Things now receive, 
* 'Thro' Him my Soui does daily live. 
With Him I daily love to walk, 
Of Him my Soul delights to talk; 
On Him I caft my ev'ry Care, 
Like Him one Day I ſhall appear. 


Bleſs Him, my Soul, from Day to Day, 
Truſt Him to bring thee . on thy Way, 

Give Him thy poor, weak, ſinful Heart, 
With Him, O never, never part. 

Take Him for Strength. and Righteouſneſs, 
Make Him thy Refuge in Diſtreis, 

Love Him above all eartkly Joy, 

And Him in every Thing employ. 


Lame 5 
eart and Voice, 


* — — 


200 } 

Praiſe Him in chearful, gtateful Songs, 

To Him your higheſt Praiſe belongs; 

Bleſs Him who does your Heav'n prepare, 

And Him you'll praiſe for ever there. 
HYMN CCLXXV, 


APPY the Man to whom tis giv'n, 


To eat the Bread of Life in Heay” n ; 


'T his Happineſs in Chriſt we prove, 
Who feaſt on his forgiving Love. 


HYMN CCLXXVI. 


OR all the Bleſſings of the Day, 
Humble "Thankſgiving let us pay: 
And when to endleſs Day we ſoar, 
Our praiſe ſhall be for evermore. 


Hail, dear Redeemer, live and reign, 
Thou Lamb, for ſinful Mankind ſlain $ 
Preſerver of the ranſom'd Race, 
Exalted high in Truth and Grace! 


Our Guide thou all the Day haſt been, 
O ſave us, Lord, from this Day's Sin: 
Remain our Saviour ſtill, and be 
Our Hope, our Guard eternally. 


Into thy Hands we, finful Duſt, 

Our Souls commend, our Bodies truſt : 
Nor doubt we, but our only Friend 
Loves, and will love us to the End. 
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HYMN CCLXXVIIL, 


Praiſe to the Redeemer. 


EGIN, ye Saints, the happy Song, 
Let Love inſpire the Theme, 
Tis Jeſus? Grace 
Thät calls for our Praiſe, 

Twas Jeſus alone did redeem. 


When Juſtice fix*d the Sinner's Fate, 
In endleſs Woe to dwell, 
Twas Jeſus that ſtood 
Reſiſting to Blood, 
And ranſom d the Sinner from Hell, 


4 Our only Advocate and Friend, 


1 The mighty Work has wrought; 
Þ When He bow'd his Head, 
5 "Tis finiſh'd, He ſaid: 


4 O Sinner, exult at the Thought! 


A ſootleſs Victim to the Croſs, 
> Himſelf He thus reſign'd; 
| Then enter'd the Grave, 


The Wretched to ſave, 


The Poor, and the Halt, and the Blind. 


4 Lo! now in Bliſs our Cauſe He pleads, 
* *Till we behold his Face; | 

3 Unchapgeable Love, 8 

1 To us He will proyre, 25 * 


6 Eterna 1 in Mercy and Grace 
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Then let us liſt our loudeſt Praife, 
To Sion's holy King; 

He's worthy, we own, 

Who fits on the Throne; 
Hoſanna to Jeſus we fing. 


HYMN CCLXXVHI. John i. 14. 
The Word æuas made Fleſh, and dwelt among us, 


HAT Joyful News ſalutes our Ears, 
From yonder heav*nly Choir! 
How glorious the Song, 
Of that happy Throng 
To Him, whom Al Nations dejire ! 


Behold what Glories fill the Skies! 
Hear how they chant his Praiſe! 

* Good Tidings awe bring, 

% Great Joy from your King ; 
Fear not, — Tis a Meſſage of Grace. 


& All Glory be to Cad afſerit'd,” 
Who reigns enthron'd on high; 

& Lo! Peace upon Eatth,” 

At Js81'$'s Birth, 
te Good-wwill unto Men,” is their Cry. 


Hail, EveziasTinG FaTHis,” Hail! 
And yet th' Ixc ARX ATE Son; 
Tho' “ The MichTty Logp,” 
Thy Name be'ador'd! , 
An Infant in Time art become. 


251 
Welcome the dear-lov'd “ PAIN cE or 3 
« PEACE,“ | 8 
Born that we ne er might dre; 


The CounstLLoR's'” Fame, wy 
| Of Wownpereut” Name, 7 


We ſing in a Rapture of Joy. 1 

Loud Hallelujahs reach the Sky, Rs 

0 At our IuuANUEL's Birth, MN 
* The AnTienT or Days” 2 


His Mercy diſplavs, 

While born of a Virgin on Earth. 
| | HYMN CCLXXIX. 
17 Chriſt Lord of All. | 
1 LL Hail! the Great Immanuel's Name; 
7 Let Angels proſtrate fall; 
Bring forth the Royal Diadem, 

And crown him Lord of All. 


| Tet high-born Seraphs tune the *r 
f And, as they tune it, fall 
Before his Face, who tunes their Choir, 
And crown Him Lord of All. 
> Crown Him; ye Martyrs of our God, 
7 Who from his Altar call; 
Extol the Stem of jeſſe's Rod, 
* And crown Him Lord of All. 
Crown Him, ye Morning Stars of Light, 
| ö Who fix'd this floating Ball; 
Now Hail the Strength-of Ifrael's s Might, 
Hap crown Him ord of AL 
N 


„ 
Ye choſen Seed of Iſra'l's Race, 

Ye ranſom'd of the Fall, 
Hail Him, who faves you by his Grace, 
And crown him Lord of All. 


Hail Him, ye Heirs of David's Line, 
Whom David Lord did call; 

The God Incarnate! Man Divine! 
The crowned Lord of All. 


Sinners, whoſe Love can ne'er forget, 
The Wormwood and the Gall, 

Go ſpread your Trophies at his feet, 

And crown him Lord of All. 


Let ev'ry Tribe, and ev'ry Tongue,” 
That bound Creation's Ball, ; 
Now ſhout, in univerſal Song, 

The crowned Lord of All. 


HYMN CCEXXX. AHA/urance. 
Debtor to Mercy alone, 

Of covenant Mercy I ſing 
Nor fear, with thy Righteouſneſs on, 
My Perſon and Off ring to brivg. 
The Terrors of Lao and of God, 


With me can have nothing to do; 
My Saviour's Obedience and Blood, 


The Work which his. Goodneſs began, 


Hide all my Trafgreſſions from View.  - 


The Arm of his Strength wil. complete; 
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His Promiſe is Yea and Amen, 
And never was forfeited yet: 
Things future, nor Things that are now, 
Not all Things below nor above, 


Can make him his Purpoſe forego, - 
Or ſever my Soul from his Love. 


My Name from the Palms of his Hands, 
Eternity will not eraſe; 
Impreſt on his Heart it remains, 
In marks of indelible Grace: 
Yes, I'to the End ſhall endure, 
As ſure as the Earneſt is giv'n; 
More happy, but not more Ge 
The glorify'd Spirits in Heav'n. 


H Y M N CCLXXXI. 
Warthy the Lamb! 


7 EORY to God on high, 
Let Heav'n and Earth reply, - 
Praiſe ye his Name! 


Angels, his Love adore, 
Who all aur Sorrows bore; 


And Saints cry evermore, 
« Worthy the Lamb! 


All they around the Throne, 
> Chearfully join in one, 


Praifing his Name: 
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Join, all the ranſom'd Race, 


And, without ceaſing, ling, 
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We, who have felt his Bload, 
Sealing our Peace wath God, 
Sound his dear Fame abroad; p 
Worthy the Lamb! 


Our Lord and God to bleſs; ; | 
Praiſe ye his Name; 


In him we will rejoice, 


Making a chearful Noiſe; 


And ſhout, with Heart and Voice, | 
Worthy the Lamb! 
Tho? we muſt change our Place, 
Yet ſhall we never ccaſe 
Praiſing his Name: 
To him we'll Tribute bring, 


Hail tum our gracious King, 


Worthy che Lamk! 
HYMN CCLXXXII. Grate. * 
RACE! 'tis a charming Sound, 
Harmonious to the Kar: 
Heav'n with the Echo ſhall reſound, 
And all the Earth ſtiall hear. 


Grace firſt contriv'd a Way, 
To ſave rebellious Man; 

And all the Steps did Grace diſplay, _ 
Which drew tke wond'rous Plan. 


"TI" 


PII praiſe my Maker in my Song; 
Angels ſhall hear the Notes I raiſe, 
Approve tae Song, and join the Praiſe, 


. 
Twas Grace that wrote my Name, 
In thy eternal Book: | 
"Twas Grace that gave me to the Lamb, 
Who all my Sorrows took. 


Grace forc'd my wand'ring Feet, 
To tread the heav'nly Road; 

And new Supplies each Hour I meet, 
While preſſing on to God. 


Grace taught my Soul to pray, 
And made my Eyes o'erflow : 

T'was Grace which kept me to this Day, 
And will not let me go. 


Grace all the Work ſhall crown, 
Through everlaſting Days: 
It lays in Heaven, the top-moſt Stone, 
And well deſerves the Praiſe. 


O let thy Grace inſpire 

My Soul, with Strength divine; 
May ali my Pow'rs to Thee aſpire, 

And all my Days be Thine. 


HYMN CCLXXXIIL 
Reſtoring and Preſerving Grace. 


ITH all my Pow'rs of Heart and 


Tongue, 
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To God I cry'd, when Troubles roſe; 
He heard me, and ſubdu'd my Foes: 
My rifing fears he did controul, - | 


And Strength diffus'd through all my Sgul. 


Amidſt a thouſand Snares I ſtand, 
Upheld and guarded by his Hand: 
His Words my fainting Soul revive, 


And keep my dying Faith alive. 


Grace will complete.what Grace begins, 
To fave from Sorrows, and from Sins; 
The Work that Wiſdom undertakes, 
Eternal Mercy ne'er forſakes. 


HYMN CCLXXXIV. 
Meditation on God's Love. 
HEN Languor and Diſeaſe invade 
This trembling Houſe of Clay, 
Tis ſweet to look beyond our Cage, 
And long to fly away. 


Sweet to look inward, and attend 
The Whiſpers of his Love; 

Sweet to look upward to the Place 
Where jeſus pleads above. 


Sweet to look back, and ſee my Name 
In Life's fair Book ſet down; 

Sweet to look forward, and behold 
Eternal Joys my on. 


1 
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Sweet to-reflet, hom Grace divine 
My Sins on jeſus laid; 
Sweet to remember, that his Blood 
My Debt of Suff“ ting paid. 


Sweet in his Righteouſneſs to ſtand, 
Which ſaves from ſecond Death ; 

Sweet to experience Day by Day, 
His Spirit's quick*ning Breath, 


Sweet on his Faithfulneſs to reſt, 
Whoſe Love can never end; 
Sweet on his covenant of Grace, 
For all things to depend. 


Sweet, in the Confidence of Faith, 
To truſt his firm Decrees; 

Sweet to lie paſſive in us Hands, 
And know no Will but his. 


If ſuch the Sweetneſs of the Streams, 
What muſt the Fountain be? 
Where Saints and Angels draw their Bliſs, 
1 Immediately from Thee ! 


HYMN CCLXXXV. 
All my Springs are in Thee. Pſ. Ixxxvii. 7. 
LESS the Lord, my Soul; and raiſe 

A glad and grateful Song, 


To my dear Redeemer's Praiſe ; 
For I to Him belong. 
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He, my Goodneſs, Strength, and God, 


In 1 I live, and move, and am, 
Paid my Ranſom with his Blood: 
My Yortion is the Lamb. 


Tho' Temptations ſeldom ceaſe ; 
"Tho? trequent Griefs I feel; 

Vet his Spirit whiſpers Peace; 
And he is with me ſtill: 

Weak of Body, ſick in Soul, 


Depreſt at Heart, and faint with Fears, 


His dear Preſence makes me whole, 
And with ſweet Comfort chears. 


O my Jeſus, thou art Mine, 
Wiih all thy Grace and Pow'r; 
Lam now, and ſhail be Thine, 
When Time ſhall be no more. 


Thou reviv'ſt me by thy Death; 
Thy Blood from Guilt has fer me free; 
My treſn Springs of Hope, and Faith, 
And Love, are all in Thee. 
HYMN CCLXXXVI. 


Dependence on Chriſt alone. 
F ever it could come to pals, 


That Shcep of Chriſt might fall away; 


My fickle, feeble Soul, alas ! 
Would {all a thouſand Times a Day. 
Were not thy Love as firm as free, 


Thou ſoon would'it take it, Lord, from Me. 
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I on thy Promiſes depend 
(At leaſt, I to depend defire), 
That thou wilt love me to the End, 
Be with me in Lemptation's Fire; 


Wilt yer me work, and in me too; 
And guide me right, and bring me od.” 


No other Stay have I beſide ; 
If theſe can alter, I muſt fall; 
T look to Thee to be ſupp y d. 
With Life, with Will, with Pow'r, with All. 
Rich Souls may glory in their Store; 
But Jeſus will 2 2 the Poor. 


HYMN CCLXXXVII. 
Cbriſ the Believer's All. 


AMB of Ged, we fall before tnee, 
Humbly truſting in thy Crofs, 
That alone be all our Glory; 
All T hings elſe are Dung and Drofs. 


Thee we own a perfect Saviour, 
Only Source of all that's good; 

Ev'ry Grace and ev'ry Favour, 
Come to us thro' Jeſu's Blood. 


Jeſus gives vs true Repentance, 
By his Spirit ſent from Heav'n; 
Jeſus whi'pers this Sweet Ane 
Son, thy Sins are all forgiv'n.” 
Faith he gives us to believe it, | 
| Grateful Hearts his Love to prize; 
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Want we Wiſdom ? He muſt give it; 


Hearing Ears, and ſeeing Eyes. 


Jeſus gives us pure Affections, 
Wills to do what he requires; 


Makes us follow his Directions, 


And what he commands, inſpires. 


All our Prayers, and all our Praiſes, 
Rightly offer'd in his Name, 

He that dictates them is Jeſus, 
He that anſwers is the ſame. 


When we live on Jeſu's Merit, 
Then we worſhip God aright; 

Father, San, and Holy Spirit, 
Then we lavingly unite. 


Hear the whole Concluſion of it, 


Great or Good, whate” er we call. 


God or King, or Prieſt or Prophet, 
Jeſus Chritt is All in All. 


HYMN CCLXXXVIL 
be Prodigal. 


OW for a wond'rous Song, 
(Keep Diſtance, ye Protanez 


e ſilent, each unhallow'd Tongue, 


Nor turn the Truth to Bane) : 


The Prodigal's return'd, 
Th' A Apoltate bold and baſe, 


That all his Father's Counſels ſpurn 4. we (| 


And long abus'd his Grace. 
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What Treatment ſince he came? 
Love tenderly expreſt. 
What Robe is brought to hide his Shame? 
I) be beſt, the very beſt, 
Rich Food the Servants bring, 
Sweet Muſic charms his Ears; 
See what a beauteous coſtly Ring, 
© The Beggar's Finger wears! 
Ye elder Sons, be ſtill, 
* Give no bad Paſſion vent; 
My Brethren, 'tis our Father's Will, 
And you mult be content, 
All that he has is yours; 


WW et 


# Rejoice then, not repine, 
3 at Love that all pour States ſecures, 
That Love has alter'd ue. 


© Good God, are theſe thy Ways? 
If Rcbels thus are freed, 
And favour'd with peculiar Grace, 
Grace mult be free indeed. 


4 HYMN CCLXXXIX. 
& Salvation to the Lambs. 
| OOR Sinners, come, caſt off thy Fear, 
; And raiſe thy dreoping Head ; 
Come, ſing with all poor Singers here, 
Jeſus, who once was dead. 
Salvation fing, no Word more meet 
To join to jeſu's Name:; 
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Let every thankful Tongue repeat, 
Salvation to the Lamb ! 


Saints, from the Garden to the Croſs, 
Your conq'ring Lord purſue, 

Who dearly to redeem your Loſs, 

| Groan'd, bled, and dy'd for you; 

Now reigns victorious over Death, 
The Glorious great I AM; 


Let ev'ry Soul repeat with Faith, 


Salvation to the Lamb ! 


When we incurr'd the Wrath of God, 
(Alas! what could be worſe?) 

He came, and with his own Heart's Blood 
Redeem'd us from the Curſe. 

This Paichal Lamb, our heav'nly Meat, 
Was roaſted in the Flame: 

Repeat, ye ranſom'd Souls, repeat, 
Salvation to the Lamb ! 


HYMN CCXC. 4 
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In that Day there foall be a Fountain opened % 
the Houſe of David, and to the Inhabitants of © 
Jeruſalem, for Sin and for Uncleanneſi. Zech. 
X1ll. 1. 1 

HE Fountain of Chriſt, 
Aſſiſt me to ſing, 
The Blood of our Prieſt, 
Our crucify'd King; 
Who perfectly cleanſes 
From Sin, and from Filth; 


203 
And richly diſpenſes 
Salvation and Health, 


This Fountain ſo dear 
He'll freely impart ; 
Unlock'd by the Spear, 
It guſh'd from his Heart: 
With Blood, and with Water, 
The firſt to atone ; 
To cleanſe us the latter, 
The Fountain's but One. 


This Fountain is ſuch 
(As Thoaſands can tell), 
The moment we touch 
Its Streams, we are well. 
All Waters beſide them 
Are full of the Curſe; 
For all that have try'd them 
Swell, rot, and grow worſe. 


This Fountain, ſick Soul, 
Recavers thee quite; 
Bathe here, and be whole; 
Waſh here, and be white; 
Whatever Diſeaſes 
Or Dangers befal, 
The Fountain from Jeſus 
Will rid thee of all. 


This Fountain from Guilt 
Not only makes pure, 
58 
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And gives, ſoon as felt, 
Intallible Cureg. 

But if Guilt removed 
Return and remain, 
Its pow'r may be proved 

Again, and again. 


This Fountain unſeal'd 
Stands open for all 
That long to be heal'd, 
The Great and the Small; 
Here's Strength for the Weakly, 
That hither are led; 
Here's Health for the Sickly, - 
Here's Life for the Dead, 


This Fountain, tho' rich, 
From Charge is quite clear; 
The poorer the Wretch | 
'Fhe welcomer here. 


Come needy, come guilty, 
Come loathſome and bare; 

You can't come too filthy— 
Com? juſt as you are. 

'This Fountain 1n vain 
Has never been try'd; 

It rakes out all Stain, 
Whenever apply'd: 

'The Water flows W; 
With Virtue divine, 

To cleanſe Souls completely, 
Tho' leprous as mine. 
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HY M N CCLXXXIX. 


| The Name of Jeſus. 
TO ſweet the Name of jeſus ſounds 


In a Believer's Ear! 
It ſoothes his Sorrows, heals his Wounds, 
And drives away his Fear. 


It makes the wounded Spirit whole, 
And calms the troubled Breaſt ; 
Tis Manna to the hungry Soul, 
And to the Weary, Reſt, 


Dear Name, the Rock on which I build, 
My Shield and Hiding Place; 

My never-failing Treas ry, fill'd 
With boundleſs Stores of Grace! 


Jeſus, my Shepherd, Huſband, Friend, 
My Prophet, Prieſt, and King; 
My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End, 
Accept the Praiſe I bring. 


Weak is the effort of my Heart, 
And cold my warmeſt Thought; 

But when I fee thee as thou art, 
PII praiſe thee as I ought. 


Till then I wquld thy Love proclaim, 
With ev'ry fleeting Breath; 

And may the Muſic of thy Name, 
Refreſh my Soul in Death. 


re e i; * N. a Fa 
Fo Cas a Sa hs 2 een n= „ Go © x wi 4 * «a 
by ' x r 8 U r = 8 rn he 
C CO IO t. 
182 n i N Y "BF" TP 


1 266 ] 
HYMN CCXC. | 
Praiſe for the Fountain opened. 


HERE is a Fountain fill'd with Blood 
Drawn from Immanuel's Veins ; 

And Sinners, plung'd beneath that Flood, 

Loſe all their guilty Stains. . 

The dying Thief rejoic'd to ſee, 

That Fountain in his Day; 

And there have I, as vile as he, 

Waſh'd all my Sins away. 

Dear dying Lamb, thy precious Blood, 

Shall never loſe its Pow'r, 

Till all the ranſom'd Church of God 

he ſav'd, to ſin no more, 

E'er ſince, by Faith, I ſaw the Stream, 

Thy flowing Wounds ſupply, 
Redeeming Love has been my Theme, 
And ſhall be till I die. 


Then in a nobler ſweeter Song, 

I'll ſing thy Pow'r to fave ; 

When this poor liſpin ſtamm' ring Tongue, 

Lies ſilent in the Grave. ; 

Lord, I believe thou haſt prepar'd, 
(Unworthy tho” I be) 

For me a Blond-bought, free Reward, 

A golden Harp for me. | 

"Tis ſtrung, and tun'd, for endleſs Years, 

And form'd, by Pow'r divine, 


267 | 
To ſound in God the Father's Ears 
No other Name but thine. 


HYM N CCXCI, 
The Pool of Betheſda. 


ESIDE the Goſpel Pool, 
Appointed for the Poor, 
From Year to Year, my helpleſs Soul, 
Has waited for a Care, 


How often have I ſeen 

The healing Waters move; 
And others round me ſtepping in, 

Their Efficacy prove 


But my Complaints remain, 
I feel the very ſame, 

As full of Guilt,. and Fear, and Pain, 
As when at firſt I came. 


O would the Lord appear, 
My Malady to heal; 

He knows how long I ve languiſſi'd here, 
And what Diſtreſs I feel. 


How often have I thought, 
Why ſhould I longer lie ? 

Surely the Mercy I have ſought, 
Is not for ſuch as l. 


But whither can I go? 

There is no other Pool. 
Where Streams of ſov'reign Virtue flow, 

To make a Sinner whole, | 
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Here then, from Day to Day, 
I'll wait, and hope, and try; 
Can Jeſus hear a Sinner pray, 
Yet ſuffer him to die 


No, he is full of Grace, 
He never will permit 

A ſoul, that fain would ſee his Face, 
To periſh at his Feet. 


HYMN CCXCIL 


Light ſhining out of Darkneſs, 
(55 moves in a myſterious Way, 
His Wonders to perform; 
He plants his Footſteps in the Sea, 
And rides upon the Storm. 


Deep in unfathomable Mines 
Of never-failing Skill, 

He treaſures up his bright Deſigus, 
And works his ſov'reign Will. 


Ye fearful Saints, freſh Courage take, 
The Clouds ye ſo much dread 

Are big with Mercy, and ſhall break 
In Bleſſings on your Head. 


Judge not the Lord by feeble Senſe, 
But truſt him for his Grace; 

Behind. a-frowning Providence 

He hides a ſmiling Face, 
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His Purpoſes will ripen faſt 
2 oo every Hour; ; 
The Bud may have 2 bitter Taſte, 
But ſweet will be the Flow'r. 
Blind Unbelief is ſure to err, 
And ſcan his Work in vain; 


God is his own Interpreter, 
And he will make it plain. 


HYMN CCXCUIL 


iritual Apparel, namely, The Robe of Righteouf 
8 neſi, and . of e * 


WAKE, my Heart, ariſe, my Tongue, 
Prepare a tuneſal Voice; 
In God, the Life of all my Joys, 
Aloud will I zejoice. 


'T was he adorn'd my naked Soul, 

| And made Salvation mine; 

Upon a poor.polluted Worm 

| He makes his Graces ſhine. - 

And leſt the Shadow of a Spot 
Should on my Soul be found, 

He took the Robe-the Saviour wrought, 
And caſt it all around. * 

How far the heav'nly Robe exceeds 
What earthly Princes wear! 

Theſe Ornaments, how bright they ſhine! 
How white the Garmeats are! 
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Thy Spirit wrought my Faith, my Love, 
And Hope, and every Grace; 
But Jeſus ſpent his Life to work 
The Robe of Righteouſneſs. 


Strangely, my Soul, art thou array'd 
By the great ſacred Three! 

In ſweeteſt Harmony of Praiſe 

Let all thy Pow'rs agree. 


HYMN CCXCIV. T. 
The Hopes of Heaven our Support under Trials on * 
© Hart. » 


HEN I can read my Title clear, 
To Manſions in the Skies; 
I bid farewell to ev'ry Fear, 
And wipe my weeping Eyes. 


Sc 


Should Earth againſt my Soul engage, Bc 
And helliſh Darts be hurl'd;, 

Then I can ſmile at Satan's Rage, 
And face a frowning World. 


Let Cares like a wild Deluge come, 
And Storms of Sorrow fall, 

May I but ſafely reach my Home, 
My God, my Heav'n, my All. 


Ther. ſhall I bathe my weary Soul 


In Seas of heav'nly Reſt, | 
And not a Wave of Trouble roll | 
a Ac trois my peaceful Breaft. | Ye 
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DISMISSION, 1 


ORD, diſmiſs us with thy Blefling. 1 
Fill our 50 with ih ſor oy and Peacez 2 
Let us each, thy Love poſſe | * 
Triumph in edeeming IB of = 
O refreſh us, G we Bs us, O, &c. g 
Tray'ling through this Wildernefs. 3 


Thanks we ive, and Adoration, 1 
For thy s joy ful Sound; 2 
May the Fruits of thy Salvation, 8 
In our Hearts and Lives be found. 8 
May thy Preſence, &c. 
With us evermore be fqund. 
So, whene'er the Signal 's given, 
Us, from Earth 18 600 2 
Borne on Angels Wings to ear "Ns 
Glad the Summons to obey, 
May we ever, &c, 


| Reign with Chriſt in endleſs Day. 
The Sat, 


Ike. be yours, You have a true Friend, 

s Goodneſs endures, The ſame to the Epd; 

Your Tempers may vary, Your . 
( 

You cannot miſcarry, Your Aid is divine. 2 
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The Same. 


"HIS God is the God we adore, 
Oiur faithful unchangeable Friend, 
W hoſe Love is as large as his Pow'r, 
And neither knows Meaſure nor End ; 
"Tis Jeſus, the Firſt and the Laſt, 
Whoſe Spirit ſhall guide us ſafe Home, 
We'll praiſe him for all that is paſt, 
And truſt him for all that's to come. 


The Same. 


Alvation! O the joyful Sound, 
"Tis Pleaſure to our Ears, | 
A ſov'reign Balm for ey'ry Wound, 
A Cordial for our Fears. 
Salvation! let the Echo fly, 
The ſpacious Earth around, 
While all the Armies of the Sky, 
Conſpire to raiſe the Sound, 


CHORUS. 


Glory, Honour, Praiſe and Power, 
Be unto the Lamb for ever; 
Jer Chriſt is our Redeemer, 
allelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah! 
Praiſe ye the Lord. | 
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\ ISMIISS us with thy Bleſſing, Lord, 


Help us to feed upon thy Word ; 
All that has been amiſs Pergive, : 


And let thy Truth for ever live. EE 


Though we are guilty, thou art good, 
Waſh all our Works in Jeſu's Blood ; 


Give ev'ry fetter'd Soul Releaſe, 
And bid us all depart in Peace. 


The Same. 


UR Lives, our Blood, we ans A 
If for thy Sake they may de fp pent. 

Fulfil thy ſov'reign Counſel, Lord, 

Thy Will be Sony ty Name ador'd, 


: F 008 


Thu Same. 2 444-4 4 #7 


IVE us thy ſtrength, thou God of Pow'r, 
Then Mea may ſcorn, and Satan roar, 
Thy faithful Witneſſes are we, 


"Tis fix d, we can 1 al through oo” 


The Sake. 


Irs good Lord, Mercy temwez | A 
This is the total Sum; | = 
For Mercy, Lord, is all my Suit, 


Lord, let thy * come. 
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O farther go to Ni = but ſtay, 
Dear Saviour, till the Break of Day, 
Turn in, dear Lord, with me; 
And in the Morning, when I wake, 
_ in thine Arms, m = efus, rake, 
And Pll go oa with Thee. 


The Same. | F 


Will lay m me down to fleep, 
And fafely take my Rel ; Jo 
Me commend * Jefo's Grace, 
And lean upon his Breaſt. Li 
So, if Jeſus pleaſe; Py ſletp, | 
While Troops of Angels are my Guard; ; 
O, my Shepherd, loye and keep, 
And be my great Reward. 


N% but Jeſus will we fing, 
E 


None elſe will we adore: 
our Prophet, Prieſt, and King, 
Shall be for evermore. =. 
None among the heav'nly Pow'rs, To 
Nor one on Earth our Praiſe may Claim Wh 
None but Jeſus call we ours, Be | 
None but the bleeding Lamb. 


Do 5 
DOXOLOGIES,” = 1. I 
PRaiſe God from whom all bleſſings ewes RE 
Praiſe him all creatures here below ls 
Praiſe him above, ye heav'nly hoſt, 3 
Praife Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt. 1 
T0 Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, gp 
One God whom we adore, . 5 
Be glory, as it was, is now, e.. _— 
And ſhall be evermore, hd _ 
ÞATHER, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, ER IR 
One God whom we addre rj; . 
Join we with the heav'nly hoſt, 5 
To 2 thee evermormee. . 
Live, y heav'nand earth ador's,; 221 8 


Three in One, and One in Three 5 : : | 
Holy, holy, holy 1 Lord, a b 1 "BENS 
All Glory be to The. 


ING we to our God above 

Praife, eternal as his love; 
Praiſe him, all ye heav 'nly:hoft; - 
Praiſe Father, / may and Holy Ghoſt! _ 


3 3 * 


1 God who reigns enthron'd deli, ö —_ 
To his dear Son who deign'd to ny a 1 
Our gulit and curſe t' remove; . US 
To that bleſt Spirit, who life imparts, 1 BB 
Who rules in all believing hearts, 


Be endleſs glory, praiſe, and love, 


n ; 
— vo o i 2 War * 7 2 1 
. — - 


G 


And 


The 
the 


W 


O Father, Son, and Holy Gheft, 


Glory F 
To God, the Spirit „ 
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Be praiſe amidſt the heay' nly hoſt, 


And in the church below; ; 
From whom all creatures drew their birth, 
By whom redemption bleſs' d the earth, 
From whom all comforts flow. 


VE to the Father praiſe, 
Give glory to the Son; 
to the "Spirit of his grace 


Be equal honours done. 


170 God the Father? 8. nt | 


Perpetual, honours-raiſe ; 
to God the Son, 


With all our pow'rs, - 

Eternal King, | 

Thy name we fing,. | 
While faith adores. 2 


following Verſe is ſometimes: fung as. 
laſt Verſe of the 48th Hymn, Page 40. 


O may L bear ſome Humble part, 
In that immortal ſongn; 


r and love ſhall tune my 1470 { 


\nd ee command my tongs - 


* N I 8. 
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Given gratis. 


HYMN coxcv. e ek mes 
() Thou from whom all goodneſs flows 


I lift my voice to thee !. 

In all my ſorrows, conflicts, woes, 
Dear Lord, remember me. 

When guilt lies heavy on my heart, 
Thy merits are my plea; 

My pardon ſpeak; a0 peace ſmpart== 
In love remember me. © 

From ſin's defilement in my foul, 
[ pant to be ſet free 44" 

To fave, and cleanle, Aud make me whole; 
Dear Lord, remember me. 

Temptation fore obſtruct my Way, 
Lord, to my ſuecour lee 

> | Give ſtrength according to my . 

& For good remember me. 

| 1f, for my love to thy dear Name, 
I muſt regroached be, 

I' hail reproach, and welcome ſhame, 
If thou remember me. 


When I draw near the vale of death; 

And meet the juſt deeree: 

Saviour, with my laſt parting breath, 
FIl cry, rememper me. 


2 
{ti 


HY MN, CCXCVI. 
dine exchangeable 
Wi changing world is this | 
Void of all ſubſtantial bliſs ; 


All we ſee beneath the fun, 
In ſucceſſive changes run ; 


But our Jeſus proves the ſame, i Ri, 
Endleſs bleſſings on his name, ö 
Wiſdom, holinels, and might. 1, | & 
Truth and juſtice are his right 3... Pre 
Boundleſs goodneſs, love ſupreme, 5 Al 
Flow'd eternally from him; 

Jeſus Chriſt is {till the ſame, M. 
Endlels bleſſings on hi; Name. 
Abra'm's bold rebellious race 2 Ma 

Found him full of truth and grace; : Rig 
Prieſts «nd prophets, all have told, To 
What he di for ſaints of old; Alc 
Jeſus Chriſt is ſtill the ſame, | 
Endleſs bleſſings on his Name. All 
Let us to his throne repair, . 
Wait with humble patience there; RY Par, 
He will ſoon our cries attend, £ Fre 
Love and fave us to the end; | =Reſ, 
tle will ever prove the ſame, - | | 
Endleſs bleſſings on his Name. | All 
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HYMN CCXCVII. 
Kingdom of Chriſt enlarged. 


| us ſing the King Meſſiah, ; 
King of righteouſneſs and peace; 
Hail him, all his happy ſubjects 
Never let his praiſes ceaſe; 
Ever hail him, | 
Rich in mercy, truth and peace, 


Gird thy ſword on, mighty Saviour, 
Make the word of truth thy car; 
Proſper In tly courſe majeſtic, 
All ſucceſs attend thy war ; 
Mighty Victor, 
Make the world before thee bow. 


Majeſty, combin'd with meekneſs, 
Righteouſneſs and peare unite ; 
To enſure thy bleſſed conqueſts, 
Aſcertain, great Prince, thy right; 
Ride triumphant, 
All around the conquer'd globe, 


Bleſt are they that touch thy ſceptre, 

Pardon, peace, and joy obtain; 

Freed from ſin that worſt of tyrants, 
Reſcu'd from its galling chain: 

| Saints and angels, 


All wh& know thee bleſs thy reign, 
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HYMN. Sex VIII. 
Ofecer: of tie Holy, Spirit. 


E faints, begin a, cheerful [PBs * 
Ve angels bear a pat; 
To the Spirit, we raiſe 
An anthem of praiſe, 


Who builds up his throne] in our beans 
When ſin's malignant poiſon ſpread, 


O'er Adam's wretched race, n WR 
This heavenly Dove, unn 
Came down from ase 


To change them by infinite grace. 


Tis he diſplays the bleeding croſs, . 
And prompts, us to believe; 
Our pardon he ſeals, 
And Jeſus reveals, Aidan 
As able and willing to fave. 01 


When ſatan riſes Þke a flood, " 
To deluge us in grief, | © 
His rage he confounds, 
And ſets him his bounds; 
Affording us timely relief. 
By him we meet to.praile. and pray, | 
And prove his. worſhip. lweet, ; Es ond 
By him we.aſcend,. . m7 le 
To Jeſus our friend; 1 
And caſt down our crowng af FH ay 11 


. 
— 
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Now to this heavenly Paraclete, 

Your choiceſt off 'rings bring - 
Amen, and amen; 
Repeat ii again; 


All praiſe to the Spirit we ſing. 


HYMN CCXCIX. Defertion. 


() NCE was my foul indulg'd to prove, 
The ſmiles of Jeſu's face; 
I knew my int'reſt in his love, 
And triumph'd in his grace. 
I thought of hell with fearleſs heart, 
And wanted death to come; 
It ſeem'd ſo pleaſant to depart, 
And dwell with Chriſt at home. 


But, ah, theſe pleaſing hours are fled, 
My Lord no more appears; 

This ſtrikes my choiceſt comforts dead, 
And fills my ſoul with fears. 


And ſhalbthis ſcene for ever laſt, 
Will Chriſt return no more? 
O lovely Lamb, make haſte, make haſte, 


And former joys reſtore, 


64 * more we meet to pray, 
Once more out guilt confeſs ; 
urn not, O Lord, thine ear away, 
Frem creatures in diſtreſs, 
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Our fins to heaven aſcend, 
And there for vengeance cry: 
O God ! behold the {inver's fricud, 
Who intercedes on hig. 
Tho' we are vile indeed. 
And well deſerve thy ehrte, 
The merits of thy Son we. plead, 
Who liv'd and dy'd for us. # 
Now let thy bowels-yearn, ' 
As they haye done before; * 
Return to us, O God, return, 
And neter ſorſake us more. N 
HYMN CCCl. Prayer ſor Bains | 
OW may the Lord of earth and lies, 
Regard us when; we call; 
Tis he who, bids the vapours riſe, 


And ſhowers ahundant fall, | 
On thee, our God, we, all depend, | ; 

For life, and health, and food; 11 
O make refreſhing drops deſcend,  _ _ . Wi 


And crown the year with, good. 
The.evil: and the juſt partake, r 

Theſe bounties of thy. h:nd ; 42 e 
Nor will a God of love forlake, 

This long indulged land; 
Let grace come down, as feu rail” 
On Sion's drooping field; þ# 
So ſhall our ſouls revive, a ain, 5 10 art 
And fruits abundant weld; 7 


\ AX 
r A 4 
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Then ſmiling nature ſhall — FN 


Her mighty maker 3 
And we the childreni e 


Join her harmonious 1. 


HYMN CCCII. Wai 
God, Whoſe bounteggs hand has crown'd} 
T he ſmiling fields with grain, 


Let not theſe precigus fruits be. droyen'd, 
With deſolvingraim- h 


Command the threat'ning ſhowers to ceale, 
And make the ſky ſerene; | 
That this revolving year's increaſe | 
May all be gather din. Sk 


Thou, who doſt hear the ravens cry, 4 
Our earneſt, prayers, attend 

The needy poor with; bread ſupply, 
And all our ſouls befriend. 


We now thy goſpel harveſt ſhare,” 
But tbis will — be paſt; 

With grace abundant ble(s. us here, 
And ſave our fouls at- laſt. | 


HYMN, CCCIV, Good Harveſt, 


NCE more our condeſcending Cod, . £ 
Has ſent a harveſt richand: good, | 1 


Nor cank' ting worm, nor hothle. 


. 2 1 
Has ſpoil d the ene of the land. in bs 
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With kindly rays thy favours ſmile 
On Briton's long befriended iſle ; 
O let this favor'd iſle at large, 
Her work of gratitude diſcharge. 


We bl:{s thy name for ſun and ſhowers, 
And all the good that nature pours ; _ 

But thy enriching ſtores of grace, 
Tranſcend our higheſt notes of praiſe, 


Pour out thy gracious Spirit, Lord, 
And ſpread the influence of thy word; 
Till ſaints azricher. harveſt riſe, 

"To fill the . of the ſkies, 


H VM N cccv. 
Cloſe of the Year, 


WE raiſe our Ebenezer here, 
With thank ſul hearts and joy ful 


tongues; 
For God has crown'd the cloſing year 
With love that claims our higheſt ſongs. 


From month to month, from day to day, 
Our cup with bleſſings he did fill; 

He led through each intricate way, 
And bleſſes and protects us ſtill. 


But, gracious God! it damps our joys, 
Our baſe ingratitude to ſee ; 

Amidit ſuch love, ſuch rich ſupplies, 

How leldom do we think of thee ? 
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Forgive, forgive our mighty guilt, 

Nor let thine anger, Lord, appear f: 

Look on the blood the Saviour ſpilt, 
And let a pardon claſe, the year. 


IYMN CCCVI. Baptiſm. 


EHOLD us now aſſembled, Lord, 
Here let thy ſacred, preſence be: 
We are inſtructed in thy word, 
That children may be brought to thee, . 


Submiſſive to thy mild commande, | 
| We now approach. thy r 
Receive this infant at our hands, 


And kindly ſeal him for thine own, 


While we baptize him in thy name, 


His native guilt and curſe remove; 
Diffuſe thy graces through his frame, 


And all thy googhels let him prove, 


As olive branches green and fair, 
So to his parents let him be; 
But let him not become a trade 
To turn away their hearts from ties. 


HYMN. cccvil. Cloſe. 


ORD, I from the world retire, 
Let the world retire from me; 
I poſſeſs a ſtrong deſire, | £64445} 
To commune awhile with bee. 
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1 have buſy been to day, 
Buſy with a Martha's heart; 
Now I long to get away, | 
To enjoy a Mary's part. 
In this ſecret place thou haſt, / 
Often eas'd me of my pain ; 
And a ſenſe of mercies paſt 
Makes me love to come again, 


Now thy preſence maniſeſt, 
Make with me a laſting ſtay ; 
This will ſooth my ſoul to reſt, 
This will turn my night to day. 
When I to the world repair, 
With me, deareſt Saviour, be; 
In my various duties there, 


Let me ſtill acknowledge thee. 


HYMN CCI. 
Woman drawing near the time of travail. 


O, the painful hour's at hand; 
How ſhall I: the trial ſtand ? 
Can I not ſome promiſe find, 
To ſupport my feeble mind ? 
I ſhall find enough to bear, 
Void of all my fruitleſs care; 
Jeſus, let thy power convey, 
Strength proportian'd to my day, 
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Thou didſt travail once in birth, 7 


For t he wretched ſons of earth ;+ + - +/* 
With temptation thou waſt try'd, 
Thou haſt languiſh/d, groan id, and dy d. 


Let thy travail eaſe my pam ©. 

Raiſe my droopinghopes again;  - | 
Timely help 4 thou afford, 
To thy handmaid, deareſt Lord. 


Bleſs the child; the parents ble, 
With thy ſanktifying grace; * 
One in love and one in thee, + 


Deareſt Jeſus, let us be. 


HYMN CC Cã0 Xx. 


Praiſe for Deliverance in Child-birth, 


O, from the borders of the grave, 
Jeſus, thy hand is ſtrong to fave, _ 
And thou-haſt made it bare! « 
In deep diſtreſs thine handmaid pray d, 
And thou haſt interpos'd thine aid, 
In anſwer to her prayer. 
Oft was her ſoul depreſs'd with fear, 
As the expected hour drew near, 
And greatly did ſhe mourn ; 
But now her gloomy fears depart. 
And ſmiling merey melts her heart, 
And former joys return, 


| 
' 
| 
1 
4 
' 
4 
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Thus favour id in the time of weed; > i © 
Her pho behold her infant feed); 
raſes fil her tongue 2 * 

HE halben of ths joy parties, 1 10k | 
20. now his happy, ſoul PP REM: 31 1 
To join the grateful! long. . 2 f 


HYMN. CCCX. Proyer for clit 


1 hoh tender parent aft, 

Regard. a pareny's pla: 1 5 er 

My offspring, with e ee 07 þ 
I now commend to hæe, 9 ol ni 5 4 

My children are my chiefeſt care) ris | 
A charge which thou haſt given f - | 

In all thy graces Jet thein ſhare; 4 
And all the joys of heav? N. at Fs f 


If & centution could ſacced, * 
Who for his lervant cry d, | 4 

Wilt thou teaſe to Rear * *F 01 10 6 
Fot thole ſo near a MV bee * 

On me don haft/beſtow'd — 55:16 
Be to my childten kind zip 


Among thy ſaints give them a place, 

And leave not one behind. 5 

Happy we then ſhall live below, 5 

© remnang af our days. {chm 4 

And whey. to brighter works. WC 807 3671 if 
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